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Summary: Morizawa Ayame has enrolled into Hakuou Gakuen, an all boys 
school that recently turned co-ed, but gets hit in the head and 
faints on her first day of school. As she wakes up, she finds herself 
in a world vastly different from her own, and can only turn to the 
Shinsengumi for help.T for language. 


1. Chapter 1 Time Travelling? 

Hello everyone! I am back! For now, anyway. 

So, what made me write this instead of continuing my other stories? 
Well, I recently bought a 3DS, and one of the first games I bought 
for it is Hakuoki 3D: Memories of the Shinsengumi, which is, for 
those who don't know, just a remake of the original Hakuoki: Demon of 
the Fleeting Blossom game for the PSP, but with some few extras. I 
got so hooked up with it that I finished all the 6 routes as fast as 
I could, playing when I wasn't busy with homework and such, which 
took about a five days. But before even knowing of the game, I 
already knew about the anime, just sayin'. 

So after it, I rewatched the anime and fell deeper in love with it 
all over again. Wait, that sentence is weird. Ah, whatever. Guess 
who's my favorite guy? It's the forever stoic and silent Saito! I 

don't know, there's something about his voice that made me instantly 
fall in love with him, not to mention that I have a fetish for silent 
and serious guys like him. Also, such a bishounen. (Melts) . 

This is something that suddenly formed in my mind one day, like how 
my other stories started out, and I just had to make it into what it 
is now. In fact, I was so obsessed with this that I even wrote bits 
and pieces of it on a spare notebook during classes (forever model 
student [sarcasm]) and rushed home just to type it in. 


Well, I don't plan on rushing this, so for those who want 
fast-action, this is not for you. You have been warned. But if ever I 



do rush it . . . it is purely unintentional. Also, I am notorious for not 
updating stories for a very, very, very long time. Ask some of the 
people who have read my stories and are still waiting for the 
updates, I bet they all have a brick in hand and are ready to stone 
me to death. 

Also, one thing you should know before reading, I didn't think this 
through before posting. It's purely impulse, so if you think the plot 
is not well-thought of, I apologize. The same goes for the title. I'm 
a lazy person. And I drew some inspiration from several fanfictions 
not limited to Hakuoki, so if you find somewhere in the story 
something familiar, it might or might not be coincidental. If it is 
not coincidental, I give credit to the person whoever thought of it 
then . 

One last thing you need to know before reading. This story is not 
only based on the game and anime, but also on some doujin games as 
well, particularly a doujin game called "Kuchihatenu Sakura no". Some 
of you might have heard of a new PS Vita game called Sweet School 
Life (SSL), but I'm not sure what's the relation of it to 
Kuchihatenu. I mean, even the uniforms are the same. It's scary. But 
oh well. 

Not sure if this is all I have to say, but I'll leave it at that, 
since I'm sleepy when I'm typing this. Hope you all enjoy. And if you 
don't, sorry I failed to meet your expectations. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Aaa" - spoken words<p> 

Aaa - thoughts, mostly the protagonists (of this story, not the game, 
duh) 


"Aaa" 

- written words 

'Aaa ' 

- whispers 

~k ~k ~k 



><p>Disclaimer : I own nothing but the OC.<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>EDITUPDATE : ** 

**Hi everyone. I hope you're all doing well.** 

* * As you might've read from the A/N above, I first came up with this 
out of impulse. After re-reading the story once more, I found several 
awkwardly placed moments/dialogues, and some parts that, well, don't 
make much sense (to me, anyway) .** 

**So I decided to rewrite it.** 

**I don't know how you guys might react to this rewrite, but I hope 
you guys will all like it.** 



><p><strong>EDITUPDATE 2:** 


**So I edited and revised it even further. From now on, I will take 
this story seriously.** 

**That also means that I will revise the other chapters as 
well . ** 

**I understand that it has been a while since I last updated, and if 
you have to reread it from scratch all over again, I sincerely 
apologize . ** 

**For new comers and those who are rereading this, any chapters after 
this are still unrevised, and will most likely be different by the 
time I finish and upload them. I also apologize for 
that . ** 

* *Unf ortunately , my writing schedule is still messed up, as finals 
are approaching, and it has been some time since I played the 
game . * * 

**I have no priorities which I put my stories in, so updates will be 
sporadic as well.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter l<p> 

Today was the first day of school, so was the first day of her high 
school life, but Morizawa Ayame wasn't thrilled. This school, Hakuou 
Gakuen, was a private all-boys school that just recently turned 
co-ed, which means that the female population is really scarce. In 
fact, Ayame hasn't seen a single female creature ever since she set 
foot on the school premises. 

_0f all the schools I had considered, I chose to pick the one and 
only Hakuou Gakuen. _ Ayame sighed to herself as she ignored the men 
that have been ogling her for quite some time now. _And how in the 
world did I manage to pass the entrance exam when all I did before 
and during the test was fuck around?_ 

Don't get her wrong, it's not that she doesn't like the school as a 
place of education. Hakuou Gakuen has been known throughout the 
country as one of the top high schools, with its students commonly 
placing high ranks in the national exams, not to mention that it 
takes a person of at least some caliber to get accepted. The only 
problem is, rumors have been flying that the school, or at least some 
of its administrators, are involved in some sort of shady business or 
whatnot. That, coupled with that fact that the school is full of boys 

and only boys, there's no wonder not everybody would want their 

daughter to enroll to the place. So what made Ayame choose this place 
even if there are more than a hundred better choices out there? She 
doesn't know either. It's probably a mystery that would go unanswered 
for the rest of her life. 

_Ah, whatever. I'm already here. Maybe I'll take this as a trial run, 

then decide if I want to stay or not. Transferring to another school 

is as easy as just signing a paper nowadays, after all._ She sighed 
again. _ That's what I said, but these stares are already getting to 
my nerves . . 



Being the only person that's wearing a skirt, she'd naturally gain 
attention, wanted or not. _Damn all these stares. But I guess it 
can't be helped. It's not every day they get to see a woman roaming 
around in the campus, and I bet the only woman most men here see 
every day is their own mother. _ 

Being the only girl in an establishment full of men has its ups and 
downs. One downside to it is that almost every single club that's 
recruiting new members would flock to her, since she's the only 
female, and thinking about it, who wouldn't want a female in their 
club if she was the only skirt-wearing creature in the 
school ? 

That's what's exactly happened to Ayame, and as the boys crowded 
around her, she lowered her head and gave an intimidating glare to 
each and every one of them. They stopped what they were doing and let 
Ayame walk out of the crowd as the boys watched, terrified. 

The upside to all of this is that she didn't have to squeeze through 
people to take a look at her class, since the boys all parted in a 
Red Sea-like manner when she approached. She walked leisurely to the 
board, scanned the papers pinned on it to find which class she 
belonged to, all the while ignoring the stares and whispers all 
around her. 

"_Hey, who's that girl? Why is she here?"_ 

"_Dude, did you forget? They decided to make the school co-ed, you 
dumbass, so she's a student like us . 

"_Man, the first female in our school and she's a total 
hott ie . 

"_I wonder what her year is. It would be awesome if we were in the 
same class . 

"_But don't you think she looks a bit like those female delinquents? 

I mean, look at her. 

"_Yeah, not to mention how she gave a death glare to all of those 
guys back there... 

True enough, Ayame just slung her bag over her shoulder in a not very 
feminine way, her tousled blouse wasn't tucked in, and she was 
missing the ribbon required for the female uniform of the school. Not 
to mention her other hand was in her blazer pocket and her face was 
literally shouting _don't come near me_ in a very annoyed way. No 
wonder they'd think she was a delinquent. 

_'Morizawa Ayame '_ Finally, Ayame saw her name at the very bottom of 
the board. _' Year 1, Class l'_ 

_Let ' s just hope that this school doesn't get any worse than it 
already is._ 

She backed away from the board, but didn't go in the building yet. 
Since there was still a lot of time, she figured she'd explore the 
school grounds some more. Who knows, she might find something 
interesting enough for her to stay. Unfortunately, after a few 



minutes of walking around, she found that the school is just like any 
other schools out there in Japan, with nothing that stands out or 
catches her eye. 

_Man, this place is boring. __ Ayame thought as she went around the 
corner. _I wonder where I should transfer to. . ._ 

But she stopped dead on her tracks. She was at the back of the school 
building, in the courtyard near the field, and was amazed to see a 
huge sakura tree in full bloom. The wind rustled and petals flew 
everywhere, creating a blizzard of pink petals all around her. She 
was so mesmerized by it that she temporarily ignored everything else 
around . 

"Look out!" A voice pulled Ayame back to reality as she saw from the 
corner of her eye a round object flying towards her. She could barely 
react when it hit her square in the temple and she felt her body 
falling towards the ground before completely losing 
consciousness . 

~o~0~o~0~o~0~o~ 

_Oww... _Ayame thought to herself as she slowly regained her senses. 
There was a dull pain throbbing at the side of her head, on her left 
temple, that wasn't exactly that painful, but it wasn't pleasant 
either. With her eyes still closed, she started wondering what she 
was doing before passing out. _Right . I was hit by a ball._ 

But something was... wrong. She remembered she was at the back of the 
school grounds when everything happened, so logically, she'd be in 
the school infirmary lying on the bed. Unless the infirmary didn't 
have beds, she wondered why she was lying on something as cold and 
hard as dirt on the ground. Plus, her clothes felt different, 
too . 

Puzzled, Ayame opened her eyes. She _was_ indeed lying on the cold, 
hard ground that was covered in snow, something that shouldn't exist 
in spring, and it was dark all around her. Looking up at the sky, 
stars were scattered across the night sky, and when she sat up, she 
noticed that she wasn't wearing her Hakuou Gakuen uniform anymore. 
Instead, it was replaced by a kimono that felt too rough against her 
skin . 

_Where the fuck am I and what the hell happened?_ Ayame asked 
herself, but as soon as she did, a cold breeze blew through her and 
she shivered. _But before that, I better find a place to stay._ 

Easy for anybody to say. There was nobody around to ask for help and 
nobody would answer no matter how hard she knocked on each door. 

There was one weird thing she noticed while wandering around. The 
houses around her were the really old wooden ones, ones that only 
existed even before the Meiji era, where foreign styled houses didn't 
catch on yet. The really old Japanese-styled houses. 

If it weren't for the bone-biting cold, she would've stopped and 
pondered on her situation, but it was not time for that. If she 
doesn't find shelter against the cold soon, she might freeze to 
death . 


After walking around for another while, she saw a faint light in the 



distance, and judging from the way it swayed from left to right, it 
was a lantern, and somebody was holding it while walking. A gleam of 
hope sparked up, and Ayame quickly ran towards the light without any 
second thought. Now a few meters nearer, she saw the man holding the 
lantern, and he was accompanied by three more others who were 
trudging along behind him in the snow. 

"Urn, excuse me..." She went forward a few more meters until she was 
sure they could see her and spoke up, catching their 
attention . 

"Well, what do we have here, a small rabbit lost in the dark 
streets?" The men finally noticed her, and the man holding the 
lantern grinned widely as he spoke to her. 

"You really shouldn't wander about in the middle of the night, miss." 
A man approached as he spew out words Ayame could barely understand, 
and she noticed the reek of alcohol as they came nearer. 

"Um, I just need a place to stay for the night..." Ayame said, but 
quickly regretted her decision and backed away from them. 

"Is that so? You could stay in my place. Nothing like helping the 
needy, right?" One of the men slurred. He obviously had something 
else in mind than just "helping the needy" . 

As they approached her even more, it was clear that they all had 
malicious intentions, and Ayame backed away even further, ready to 
run if she had to. "You know, I changed my mind. Sorry to bother you 
people . " 

"It's not very nice to ask a favor only to change your mind after we 
offered it." A man grabbed her wrist as soon as she turned 
around . 

"Let me go!" Ayame tried to twist her wrist away, but his grip was 
surprisingly strong for a drunkard. As she continued to try and fight 
back, the man's free hand started wandering about on the rest of her 
body and attempted to untie the obi on her kimono. Panicking, Ayame 
turned and kicked the man in the crotch with all the force her leg 
could muster. 

Howling in pain, he let go of her wrist, and as soon as he did, Ayame 
dashed out into the night. The man's companions, realizing what just 
happened, suddenly sobered up and started chasing her while 
unsheathing their swords and cursing at her. 

_Dammit . All I wanted was a warm place to stay and I get this. 

Whoever rules the universe must hate me. And what's up with their 
clothes and weapons?_ Ayame thought as she ran. But running in the 
snow with shoes she wasn't accustomed to was proving very difficult, 
the constricting kimono wasn't making things easier, and it was 
taking her a bit more than she needed just to slightly outrun the men 
chasing her. 

The chase continued through the streets and alleyways, and Ayame was 
starting to get annoyed. _I don't really want to cause more conflict, 
but they're obviously asking for it._ 


Stopping and turning to face her pursuers, Ayame silently eyed the 



weapons they were holding and her environment, weighing her options. 
Seeing her stop, the men stopped one by one in front of her, their 
breaths ragged from the chase and the alcohol that was still in their 
system . 

"Finally gave up, missy?" One man asked, panting slightly. 

"I'm not giving up." Ayame glared at him. "I'm just considering my 
options of taking out all of you." 

"Hah! You must be stupid to think that you can get out alive without 
any weapon!" As soon as he finished, the man charged towards her with 
his katana raised over his head, but before he could swing it down on 
her, Ayame side-stepped out of the way and his katana hit nothing but 
thin air. Before him or any of his companions could make sense of 
what happened, Ayame quickly attacked where he was most vulnerable: 
his side. 

"Gah...!" The man let go of his sword as he clutched the part where 
Ayame hit him. 

_Bad idea._ Ayame thought as she kicked his sword away and quickly 
hit him at the nape of his neck, rendering him unconscious. 

"What the..." The other nearest man had barely enough time to react 
before Ayame ran towards him and struck him down, too. 

"Bitch, you're good." The last man smirked at her before charging. He 
was obviously faster and far more skilled than his downed companions, 
and because of the narrow alleyway and her tight kimono, she had some 
difficulties evading his attacks. One of his attacks sliced her right 
in the shoulder and she jumped back from him. Wincing in pain, she 
held the wound with her right hand as she felt warm blood trickle 
down her arm. 

"Ugh. . . " 

"You don't seem so good now that you're wounded, huh?" He snorted and 
his smirk grew even wider, but that only made Ayame glare at 
him . 

She waited for him to charge at her again before she blocked the arms 
that were holding the katana with her right wrist and, bearing with 
the pain, countered by striking the middle of his chest with her left 
hand. If she weren't wounded, that could've knocked out a full grown 
man, but he only knelt down and clutched the part where Ayame hit 
him. It was good enough for her. Before he could even look up at her, 
Ayame lifted her leg and gave the man a kick in the face, knocking 
him against the wall and he slumped on the ground, unconscious like 
his friends. 

"Hah..." Exhaling, Ayame gripped her wound once more and leaned 
against a wall. She really didn't want to do all that but she had no 
choice. Now not only is she cold, but she's wounded, too, and that 
just decreased any meager chance that she might get help. Who wants 
to take in a wounded girl? "What do I do 


"Hehehehehehehehehehehehe . . . " Suddenly, a high-pitched laughter broke 
through the silence and Ayame turned around, alarmed. 



A few meters in front of her stood a man clad in blue and a head 
guard on his forehead with an unsheathed katana in his hand. Not yet 
over from what had just happened, she backed away from the strange, 
white-haired man. 

"Blood... it smells ... nice ... " Ayame had to strain her ear to hear 
what the man just said, and she gasped when he lifted his head up. 

His eyes were as red as blood, and she noticed his gaze was fixated 
on the blood that was gushing out of her shoulder wound. 

Without any warning, he lifted his katana and ran towards her as he 
laughed maniacally, as if he was a mad man. His inhuman speed gave 
Ayame little time to even scream, and all she could do was shut her 
eyes as she waited. But the pain never came. Curious, she opened her 
eyes to slits and saw that the man who originally wanted to cut her 
up has stopped right in front of her, his katana still in the air, 
but this time there was the tip of another sword protruding out of 
his chest. As the katana was pulled out from him, he dropped to the 
ground, blood pouring out from his wound, and he was dead within 
seconds . 

Looking up, Ayame saw another man swing his own sword to the side to 
get rid of the blood and proceed to sheathe it to the scabbard at his 
right. He had a white scarf around his neck and his long, purple hair 
was tied in a side-ways pony tail that reached his chest. 

Her life was saved at the last minute, and she let out a huge sigh of 
relief. Although, she just witnessed a murder happen, and she doesn't 
know whether she should be grateful or not. 

"I certainly didn't expect another run-away only a few weeks after 
the last incident." Another man emerged from the shadows. "And like 
last time, Hajime-kun didn't let me show off in front of the lady at 
all." 

"If I did, you would've let him killed her." The man in front of 
Ayame spoke with no emotions at all as he turned his back to 
her . 

"You always manage to read my mind. How do you do that, 

Hajime-kun?" 

"Enough with the chit-chat. Saito, explain what happened." Another 
man with long, tied-up black hair appeared. He wasn't glaring at her, 
but Ayame sensed that if she try so much as to run away, he will kill 
her, so she stood in place, not daring to move. 

She noticed that the clothing of the three men was the same as the 
man that just got killed. Or at least, the haori they were wearing 
was identical. Not to mention they were all wearing kimonos and 
carrying katanas. _Just what the hell is happening here. . . ?_ 

"We heard several men yelling, so we came here as fast as we could. 
When we arrived, Nakata was about to kill her, so I dealt with him 
accordingly." The man called Saito said as he looked at the other 
unconscious men. "However, the others only seem to be unconscious, 
therefore, this is not his work." 


"So you mean to tell me that this little lady over here took care of 



the thugs?" The man with the cheery yet unnerving smile approached 
and studied Ayame, and she only glared back at him. "Kind of hard to 
believe, if you ask me." 

"Stop harassing her, Okita." The other man said. 

"But Hi j ikata-san, don't you think a woman who can beat up three 
grown men on her own is interesting?" 

_So that guy with the annoying smile is called Okita, while the other 
one, who seems to be the leader of the group, is called Hijikata, 
huh?_ 

"Commander, what do we do with her?" Saito asked, ignoring 
Okita . 

"_What do we do with her?_ Do you really have to ask?" Okita adjusted 
his katana on his left as he turned back to look at Ayame with a 
smile. "She obviously saw everything, so we obviously kill 
her . " 

"That should be the rule, but as much as possible, I really don't 
want another civilian killed. The reputation of the Shinsengumi is 
already bad enough as it is." Hijikata sighed. "If word got out that 
we're out killing people again..." 

_The Shinsengumi? What, do they really think themselves as part of 
that famous police group that existed more than a hundred years ago? 
Not to mention they just straight out killed that man. This Nakata 
might be crazy, but killing is never a solution. They must be a bunch 
of nut jobs. __ That was what Ayame thought to herself, but seeing how 
they carry themselves, the clothes they're wearing, the weapons 
they're carrying, and the overall atmosphere of the place, she felt 
like disagreeing with herself. 

A mere three-steps away from her, the men were discussing amongst 
themselves, but Ayame was not deaf enough to not hear and realize 
that they were thinking of ways to deal with her, and she swallowed 
hard at what she heard. _Forget about all this time period craziness 
for a second, if I don't do anything they might really kill me here 
and now._ 

The men standing before her were obviously far more skilled than the 
rogues she took care of, and neither fighting them nor running away 
are reasonable options. But she couldn't just stand there and let 
them decide her fate. There must be a way to persuade them not to 
kill her . . . 

"U-uma€ | " She spoke up, albeit meekly. Sure, she dealt with four men 
all on her own just a while ago, but she wasn't too sure about facing 
the ones right in front of her. 

The men weren't expecting her to speak, so they all turned to her, 
the expressions on their faces hard to decipher. 

"Trying to wiggle your way out of the situation is a bit too late at 
this point, since we _know_ what you saw." Okita smirked. Well, at 
least with this one, Ayame could tell he enjoyed very much toying 
with people, and that sort of irritated her. 



"Of course I know that, you nitwit. I'm not stupid." They widened 
their eyes in surprise. It was apparent that they didn't expect her 
to talk back either. "I know I saw something all of you didn't want 
me seeing, and killing me is one of the options you've got, but I've 
got a better deal here that could benefit all of us." _I know I 
needed something to make them change their mind about killing me, and 
I sure hope this works. _ 

"Elaborate on thata€ i deal . " Hijikata narrowed his eyes at her, though 
he seemed interested in hearing her out. 

"Hi j ikata-san, yes? It looks like you haven't slept in at least five 
days. Okita-san, you are being bothered by a stomach ache and minor 
chest pains. You, Saito-san, seems like an honest enough person and 
isn't hiding any illness or discomforts." 

Saito nodded at Ayame, while the other two widened their eyes further 
in surprise. Looks like neither of them wanted anybody to know what 
their bodies weren't up to the weather lately. 

"You are a physician?" Saito asked. 

Ayame shook her head. "No. Well, _not yet._ My parents were doctors 
and I grew up learning more medical things than an average person 
could know." 

"Heh~" Okita said. "Not even Kodo-sensei could tell all of that with 
just a glance. You're good. Killing you would be a 
waste . " 

"Commander, what of her now?" Saito turned to Hijikata, who was deep 
in thought . 

"Hmm. I still don't see how we can benefit." 

"Oh c'mon. I'm saying that I can work for you as a free stay-in 
physician and I will keep your secret safe. Of course, being a 
stay-in physician means that you'll have an easier time keeping an 
eye on me, too, meaning less chance for me to spill your secret, or 
whatever that is." Ayame rolled her eyes. She couldn't believe he 
didn't get what she was implying the first time round. She was 
practically advertising herself. 

"That _is_ a tempting offer." Hijikata lowered his head as he thought 
about it some more. "Fine. We'll take you on that." 

"I'm genuinely surprised that Hijikata decided to spare you." Okita 
turned to Ayame with the smirk still on his face. "Isn't this nice, 
though? You won't be killed, _yet_. " 

"Follow us, we'll bring you to our headquarters and get your wound 
treated." Saito said. 

_Great, now I'm going to live with a bunch of murderers. I guess 
that's better than them killing me buta€|I'll just have to find a way 
to escape later. _ 

"And don't worry about them either." Hijikata pointed his chin at the 
unconscious men and the dead man. "We have someone who will take care 
of them. Thankfully, there isn't a lot, so this shouldn't be too much 



of a job. As for us, we need to leave now in case someone sees 


_I wasn't really curious how you were gonna deal with them in the 
first place, and your blue haori is practically shouting out who you 
people are anyway so why bother being stealthy? _Was what Ayame was 
thinking to herself again, but she didn't say anything out loud. No 
harm in keeping it to herself. 

"Alright, thena€ | " With the threat on her life temporarily lifted, 
all the nervous tension was suddenly released. She was almost killed, 
that thought, combined with the loss of blood made her feel dizzy, 
and just as she took a step, she felt herself falling towards the 
ground as her legs gave out under her. 

Saito, who was in front of her, turned and caught her in time, and 
Ayame avoided a possible injury to her face. 

"Are you alright?" He asked as he pulled her up. 

"Y-yes. Sorry, it's just that I don't think I can walk now that I've 
relaxed ..." 

"You almost got killed. Twice. Any normal person would have the same 
reaction. And that wound on you isn't helping either." Hijikata 
looked at the wound on her left shoulder and then looked at Saito. 
"Think you can carry her?" 

Saito nodded silently. Before Ayame could register what Hijikata' s 
last sentence meant, Saito slipped an arm under her knee and lifted 
her up, causing her to yelp in surprise and Okita's grin grew 
wider . 

"It certainly is a rare sight to see Hajime-kun treat a lady this 
way . " 

"She cannot walk and we have to leave this place as soon as possible. 
It can't be helped." 

"S-sorry. I must be heavy..." This was the very first time Ayame has 
been treated by a man like this, so she can't help be feel 
embarrassed. She had tried to keep her cool and act as tough as she 
can be, but this situation is making it very hard. 

"You are surprisingly light." Saito replied as they started their way 
back . 

"And you know whatever Hajime-kun says is true." Okita commented. 
"He's surprisingly honest, after all." 

"I dislike lying." Saito sighed. Surely, he didn't show any signs of 
carrying a burden at all, so Ayame let him carry her without another 
word . 

Right now, Ayame was very, very confused. At first they all seemed 
like cold-blooded murderers who liked cosplaying as historical 
figures (as weird as that may sound) , but now, they were being 
attentive to her, as if they actually cared. 


Ayame didn't know anymore. Her head hurt, and perhaps it was the loss 



of blood, or maybe it was the swaying, Ayame soon felt sleepy. In the 
next second, she fell asleep in Saito ' s arms. 


o ~0~o~0~o~0~o 


_What a weird dreama€ Ayame thought to herself as she chuckled 
internally. Feeling her senses come back to her, she felt herself 
lying in something soft and warm, and was covered by a blanket. _I 
dreamt I time-travelled back to the late Tokugawa period, and was 
taken in by members of the Shinsengumi . Not every day I have a 
historical dream that got myself in it. Well, at least I'm in the 
infirmary right now. Time to wake up. Hope I didn't miss too many 
classesa€ i _ 

Sitting up, the small smile on Ayame ' s lips fell into a deep frown. 
Seems like she thought to early. She wasn't in the infirmary as she 
hoped she would be. Somehow, though, Ayame wasn't surprised, and she 
was _surprised_ that she _wasn't_ surprised. "Goddammit, I'm still 
here." She grumbled. 

She was in a traditional Japanese room only a few tatamis big, and 
even thought she had a change of clothes, it was still the 
traditional Japanese clothing and she was lying on a futon instead of 
the infirmary bed she initially thought it was. She winced as her 
left shoulder throbbed in pain, and she noticed that she was cleanly 
patched up. 

"Excuse me." Someone outside the room greeted, startling her. Judging 
from the voice, it was Saito. "Are you awake?" 

"Y-yes, I just woke up..." 

"Everybody is waiting for you in the common room. I was instructed to 
bring you there." 

"Right, just a minute." Ayame said as she stood up and started 
tidying herself, making sure she was presentable before stepping out 
of the room. 

Saito was patiently standing on the hallway and after Ayame came out, 
he nodded her a silent greeting before turning to take her to 
wherever everybody else was. "Follow me." 

Ayame did as she was told and trotted along behind him. After all, 
they were the ones who owned the place, she's technically their 
prisoner now. As they walked along the hallways in silence, Ayame 
took the time to familiarize herself with the place. 

_If this isn't a dream, then somebody must be pranking me, one way or 

another. That's the only logical _explanation I can think of. _She 

thought to herself as she observed the things around her. They are in 
a traditional Japanese house and are currently walking along the 
exterior hallway, and at their right is the central courtyard. There 
isn't much to see in the courtyard at this moment, since everything 
is covered in snow. 

She then turned to the new clothes she was wearing. Somebody probably 
changed it for her, seeing as she was out cold the entire night. It 
wasn't her uniform, but it was an upgrade from the cheap kimono she 
was wearing the night before. They even gave her a pair of gray 



hakama that oddly went well with the dark blue top. If she's not 
mistaken, typically only men wear clothes like this. Also, the 
bandage tightly wrapped around her left shoulder felt foreign as she 
gingerly traced it with her right hand. 

_But this can't be prank. Not with all the snow and buildings and 
clothesa€ | not to mention their katanas. A prank of such a scale 
shouldn't even be legal. Then is it a dreama€ ! ? Feels too real to be 
one, thougha€|_ 

Without warning, Saito stopped right in front of her, and Ayame 
caught herself before she bumped straight into him. 

"We're here. Everybody is already inside." Saito said as he opened 
the door for her and let her in before closing it behind him. It was 
a big room, and other than Saito and Ayame, there were a total of 
eight people sitting around and watching the newcomer with curious 
eyes . 

"Good morning-" That cheerful voice with the annoying undertone could 
only belong to one person, and Ayame ' s eyes immediately looked 
towards the man waving at her. "Did you sleep well last 
night ? " 

"a€|I guess." Ayame frowned. She didn't like the look on his face, as 
if he was about to say something Ayame would definitely punch him 
for . 

"Really-?" Before Ayame could voice out her thoughts, however, 

Okita's smirk widened. "Or maybe you prefer Hajime-kun's arms after 
all? You _did_ fall asleep in his arms as soon as we started heading 
back last night." 

Heat crept up Ayame ' s cheeks, and she knew her suspicion was 
justified. She had the urge to step up to him and punch that silly 
grin off his face, if only there weren't so many people in the room 
watching her every move, so she resorted to glaring at him instead. 
Saito said nothing as he went and took a seat at Okita's right. 

"Oi, Okita, I got nothing against you and your jokes, but could you 
not kid around with something like that? Kinda leaves a bad taste in 
my mouth." A man with a green bandana wrapped around his forehead, 
frowning at both Okita and Ayame. 

Ayame was confused. What did he mean about her sleeping in Saito 's 
arms leaving a bad taste in his mouth? She turned to the chuckling 
Okita in hopes that he might answer her confusion, but he simply 
shook his head. "You'll understand soon enough." He said to the 
man . 

"Why don't we cut the crap and get to business?" Hijikata finally 
spoke up. "You, take a seat." 

He obviously was talking to Ayame, and she did as she was told and 
sat down in the middle of the room, surrounded by everybody. 

"First things first." Hijikata glanced at Saito. "I want Saito to 
explain the events last night." 


"One of our men left the compound last night and we were tasked to 



track him down. As we were searching for him in the town, we heard 
several men yelling, as well as sounds of a fight, so we immediately 
headed to that area. When we arrived, we saw the man we were looking 
for about to commit a crime against this person, " Saito motioned 
towards Ayame, "so we dealt with him accordingly." 

A bespectacled man nodded as Saito finished, but quickly followed it 
up with a question. "And what of the noises and sounds of a struggle 
before you arrived?" 

"As what we know of right now, they were in a disagreement with this 
person, and when we arrived, they have already been taken care 

of." 

"Whoa, wait a second there, Saito." The same man with the green 
bandana around his forehead raised his hand. "You mean to tell us 
that this brat right here took care of a bunch of thugs? Are you sure 
about that? I mean, he looks like he can barely snap a twig!" 

Ayame let his insult slide, but she did raise an eyebrow at his 
choice of pronouns. 

"As much as I would like to agree with you, Nagakura, " Okita let out 
a small chuckle, "from what we ourselves saw at the scene, it's true. 
The thugs were knocked unconscious by a single person, 
barehanded . " 

"_And_ no weapons! The hell man, this isn't even funny anymore." 
Nagakura snorted, refusing to believe what was laid in front of 
him . 

"Nagakura, I was there as well. It's true." Hijikata interjected. "We 
can talk about that later, can we now proceed?" 

"Sure, boss." Nagakura shrugged. He seemed content that his feelings 
about this matter was out. He seemed like a simple person, and simple 
people are tad bit easier to deal with, Ayame thought. 

"We assume that Nakata was drawn to them by the smell of blood." 

Saito resumed and pointed at Ayame ' s left shoulder. Apparently 
everybody knows that she's injured already. 

"I see..." The man with the spectacles mumbled to himself. 

"Well, at least we get the gist now." The man sitting beside Nagakura 
said. He seemed quite laid back, and had eye-catching red hair tied 
to a low ponytail. "But what I don't understand is, why didn't you 
just ..." 

"Get the problem taken care of instead of bringing it back?" Okita 
finished for him, and he snorted as he glanced quickly at Hijikata. 
"Oh, we _did_ consider it." 

"For now, let's hear your side of the story so everyone can 
understand, and then we'll reach a conclusion later." Hijikata nodded 
at Ayame to start talking. "First, start with your name." 

"Morizawa. Morizawa Ayame." she complied. 

"_'Ayame'_? Isn't that a girl's name?" Nagakura snorted. 



"Well, of course." Ayame shrugged. "Probably because _I am a girl__, 
you dumbass." 

The room fell silent for a few seconds, before Nagakura and another 
boy beside him stood in surprise. 

"EH? ! " 

"Are you serious?!" Nagakura turned to Hijikata. "Hijikata, are you 
playing a trick on us? Because if it is, it's really bad..." 

That instant, Ayame understood what he meant about Okita's remark 
about her and Saito. Nagakura thought she was a man, and the thought 
of a man sleeping in another man's arms to him wasa€ 

"Calm down, the two of you. Do you really I think I'd mess with you 
in this situation?" Hijikata said, irritation evident on his face. 
"And yes, she is a female. I thought everyone knew from the 
start . " 

"No damn way! It's true the he...uh, she... looks prettier and has a 
slightly higher voice, but the way she looks and acts..." This time 
it was the boy beside Nagakura who voiced out his surprise. He looked 
rather young in this room full of adult men, and Ayame guessed he 
couldn't be any older than her. At least, not by a lot. 

"Just calm down, Nagakura. You too, Heisuke." The man in the red hair 
said, though it was obvious he was enjoying the commotion. "I had my 
suspicions at first, but look closely and you'll see that there's no 
way she _can_ be a man. Unless, of course, you want more proof? We 
could always jut take off her clothes anytime." 

"Huh, what Harada said makes some sense..." Nagakura nodded in 
agreement . 

"Absolutely not! We shall do no vulgar thing to a woman! We already 
discussed this the last time!" The man seated between Hijikata and 

spectacles shouted in an outburst, his cheeks red. 

_Last time . . . ?_ 

"Although if you do," Ayame said, unfazed, "don't blame me if I brake 
all of your fingers and make sure you'll never be able to use them 
again . " 

"Uwah, yes ma'am." Nagakura winced. 

"Alright, enough with the sideshow, can we get back on track here?" 
Hijikata said. He could almost feel a migraine coming up. Nagakura 

and Heisuke he was used to, but for a girl to be this bold. . . 

"Explain your side of the story." 

"I woke up in a dark alley, needed a place to stay for a bit, asked 
people, they chased me, knocked them down, then that Nakata dude 
showed up, and the rest is history." Ayame shrugged as she explained, 
although she winced as she did so. The cut the man made to her last 
night must've been pretty deep. 


If 


If 
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"That's it?" Hijikata asked in disbelief, as if he was expecting 
more . 

"What do you mean _that ' s it_?" Ayame asked him back, puzzled. 

"I would like to ask what you were doing out in the cold at night 
unconscious, for one, or anything before that, like where you come 
from and where you live." 

" I don ' t know . " 

"You... don't know?" 

Ayame didn't know why she lied, nor the reason why she did it without 
hesitation, and before she could think it through, she opened her 
mouth once more. "I remember being hit real hard in the head by a 
ball or something, and then I passed out. The next thing I know, I 
was lying in that alley. Do you think I'd want to lie in the cold 
alley where anything could happen to me as I was 
unconscious ? " 

"Well, no, of course not." Hijikata narrowed his eyes as he stared at 
her. Not only did she seem to be avoiding questions, her sarcastic 
undertone seems to be an attempt to throw them off-track, something 
only Hijikata himself noticed. 

"Dear me! I've heard of this condition before." The man beside 
Hijikata exclaimed as he looked at Ayame with sympathy in his eyes. 
She didn't like it, but she had to bear with it. "You lose part of 
your memory due to trauma in the head. Toshi, we clearly have help 
her ! " 

He turned to Hijikata, and Ayame almost thought she saw Hijikata 's 
eye twitch. "If the chief says so, then we have to comply." 

"Hold on a sec! From what I heard, she saw everything, shouldn't we 
kill her to keep her silent?" Nagakura spoke up once more. 

The man beside Hijikata frowned at the notion, looking like he was 
against the idea, but couldn't come up with a counter-argument, so he 
looked back to Hijikata instead. "From the rules, Nagakura is right, 
but why _did_ you decide to keep her alive, Toshi?" 

"Last night, as we were contemplating on how to deal with her, she 
came up with a proposition." Hijikata nodded at Ayame, giving her 
permission to speak for herself. 

"I offered to be a free stay-in physician in exchange for shelter and 
food, plus I will keep your secret to my grave, if it has to be like 
that." Ayame said. 

"Stay-in physician? But don't we have Mat sumoto-sensei for that?" 
Heisuke looked at Hijikata and then at Ayame. 

"Consider this: Mat sumoto-sensei isn't in town most of the time, and 
our medics can only do so much. If we take her in, for free other 
than shelter and food, not only can we keep an eye on her as she 



keeps our secret, we have one less thing to worry about, and that is 
health." The bespectacled man said. 


"True enough, but what about medicine? That's gotta cost something, 
right? And another mouth to feed?" The red-haired man said. 

"Don't worry about medicine. I can make my own. I've learned enough 
about herbalism to make decent, even potent, medicine, and can cost 
half of the useless stuff shops out there sell. Although I can't 
argue against that extra mouth to feed part..." 

"What's there to argue?" The bespectacled man said once more. "We get 
a free stay-in physician that can cost us less than a doctor outside 
can, all for the fee of shelter and food. I say we don't get that 
kind of offer every day." 

"But still..." Nagakura exhaled deeply. 

"May I just point out some observations?" Ayame interrupted, and 
before anybody could say anything else, she went on. "Hi j ikata-san, 
this is the sixth day that you haven't slept. If this continues, you 
will become less of a functioning human as your attention-span and 
memory decreases, not to mention the effect it could have on your 
work and health. Okita-san, I can see that your chest-pains are still 
there. If I am still alive by the end of this meeting, I request you 
to see me for a brief checkup as soon as possible. The man beside 
Hi j ikata-san ... I shouldn't be saying this, but you have a slight 
hemorrhoid, and it is somehow affecting your movements, especially 
when sitting down. That man in the green bandana, Nagakura-san, your 
ankle is slightly twisted, and you're hiding it quite well, actually. 
If you don't get that treated soon, you might as well just cut your 
foot off. That is all." 

"..." First there was silence from the rest of the people. 

"I told you she was good." Okita broke the silence as he smiled at 
her before turning to the middle-aged man seated beside him. 

"T-that was extraordinary..." The man beside Hijikata coughed as he 
slightly colored. He certainly wasn't expecting anyone to know his 
condition at first glance, much less tell everyone else about 
it . 

"Well, she has said this much to prove herself. I say we keep her 

alive. Does anybody have any objections?" Hijikata asked, and no one 

muttered even an argument. "Then that's settled. We didn't introduce 
the others earlier in the case that we agree to kill you, but now it 

seems that introductions are in place. I am Hijikata Toshizo, the 

commander of the Shinsengumi . You have already met Okita Souji and 
Saito Hajime, so we'll skip over them." 

Hijikata then motioned at the man to his left. "This is Hondo Isami, 
the chief of the Shinsengumi. The man at his other side is Sanan 
Keisuke, our colonel." 

"Those three are Nagakura Shinpachi, Toudo Heisuke, and Harada 
Sanosuke, respectively." Hijikata continued. "The man seated at 
Okita 's left is Inoue Genzaburou, while the one beside him is 
Yukimura Chizuru." 



"Well?" Okita looked at her expectantly. 

"Well what?" Ayame asked back, confused. 

"Oh, c'mon, you've just been introduced to the Shinsengumi officials 
and captains. How does it feel to be under the employment of the 
infamous Shinsengumi?" 

"Okita, stop that." Hijikata warned. 

"Such a kill joy. Hi j ikata-san~ Although, I guess asking you that 
question is kind of useless, isn't it? With your amnesia and all 
thata€ i " 

"Ia€|" Ayame spoke up. There was no denying it anymore. There is no 
way somebody set this up for her, and even if this isn't a dream, but 
_reality_, she might as well play along. Who knows where this will 
lead her. More importantly, who knows what these people will do if 
she started blurting out that she comes from the far future and 
stuff? She herself could barely believe it. "The 
Shinsengumia€ | " 

"Oh, so it seems that you know of us after all! See, Hi j ikata-san? 

Our infamy has had such an impact that even the amnesiac knows us 
before she knows her origins." Okita didn't let Hijikata speak as he 
turned to Ayame again. "Well, my question still stands. What do you 
think of being under our employment?" 

Ayame looked him dead in the eye and let out a small chuckle. "Well, 
it's not like I have a choice, do I?" Steeling herself, she scanned 
the room, looking everyone in the eye. "Never have I thought I ' d be 
under the Shinsengumi ' s care. Thisa€|is going to be very 
interesting." Afterward, she let out a smirk other people could only 
compare to Okita 's own mischievous one. Suddenly, Hijikata almost 
felt that he was going to regret taking her in. 

"We have agreed to let you stay as our physician in exchange of free 
shelter, food, and to keep our secret, but we have a few more 
conditions you need to follow. First of all, you are allowed to 
operate and wander about inside the compound, but you cannot leave 
the place without my permission and without anybody escorting you. 
Second, I'm afraid you'd have to dress up as a boy for as long as 
you're with us. It'll create far more problems for what its worth if 
word got out that a woman is staying in the Shinsengumi. Third, you 
will not say a word about last night to anyone at all." 

"Very reasonable conditions." Ayame nodded. "Sure, alright, and 
consider what I saw last night completely forgotten." 

"I hope you will stay true to your word." Hijikata narrowed his eyes 
at her once more. "Well, now that everything's done, come with me. I 
have some things I want to discuss with you ... privately . " 

_Uh oh. Did he... figure it out?_ Ayame gulped. Nobody seemed to 
notice her nervous disposition as she stood up and followed Hijikata 
out of the room. After silently following him for a bit, he led her 
to a small room she believed was his, and he motioned for her to sit 
in front of a small table as he sat at the opposite side. 


"Alright. I know this is still a bit early, but I would like to get 



business out of the way." He said as he pulled out a piece of paper 
and brush. "Instead of being a medical officer, the Shinsengumi will 
employ you as an ordinary physician. I imagine that will make 
matters, such as your gender, easier to hide. You will still be 
working alongside the medical officers, however, just that your full 
focus is on working as a physician instead of being called to fight 
when needed. We don't have an actual infirmary, so things such as 
checkups and such will have to be done in the soldier's room." 

All this he said while writing it down on the paper. He didn't even 
give her time to ask questions or voice opinions. _Well, I suppose 
its natural. I'm not exactly in the best place to negotiate 
either ._ 

"Your bedroom will be the same one you woke up in earlier. If you 
need supplies or necessities, the requests need to go through me 
first so I can approve of them." Hijikata continued. "Other than 
doing your job as a physician, you are free to do whatever you want 
as long as it doesn't violate the conditions I stated earlier, 
although I highly advise you to stay in your own room unless it's 
absolutely necessary. Much easier to keep an eye on you that 
way . " 

For a second, she thought Hijikata was going to continue speaking 
until she realized he paused so she can voice out her opinions. 
"Occasionally I would need to go and buy herbs and materials to make 
medicine. How will I...?" 

"Unless it can be done by having other of our men do it, you will 
accompany whoever is out on patrol that day. One of their routes 
should have an apothecary." 

"And my meals?" 

"In your room. I will have someone bring the food to you." 

_So I really am a prisoner, then._ 

"Clothing? I can't be wearing someone else' clothes for the remainder 
of my duration here." 

"Fine. You can go out with a patrolling group tomorrow. One of them 
is bound to pass by a clothing store." 

"Hmm..." Ayame scrunched her brow. There really isn't anything else 
she needs to know at the moment. At least, it wasn't like what she 
thought this discussion would be about, and she relaxed. "I have no 
further questions." 

"Good." Hijikata nodded. Not once did he lift his head to look at her 
during their conversation, but once he has finished writing, he 
looked up and straight into her eyes. "As of this moment, you are now 
officially employed as the Shinsengumi ' s physician. I look forward to 
working with you." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>EDIT : <strong> 

**And also, while I already had an ending in mind when I first wrote 



this, I now have a completely different thing being cooked 
up . ** 

**Story progression will still somewhat stay the same for now, so 
there's nothing to be worried about.** 

* * A1 1 I'm going to do is rewrite parts to make it flow 
smoother . * * 

**Can't say when I'll be able to finish the rewrites and then 
continue on with the story though, since I have summer classes.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>EDIT 2:<strong> 

**Again, general story line still the same.** 

**I have taken liberties on a few things here.** 

* * As some of you might know, Japanese has different sets of rules as 
compared to English. In this case, I'm talking about pronouns. When 
speaking third person in Japanese, it is possible to refer to someone 
without having to specifically mention their gender. That is the case 
when Ayame was being introduced to the crew and Nagakura's ignorance 
to her gender, and spoke of Ayame as a "he".** 

**Next, I don't know if it might offend anyone, but I did write a 
part showing Nagakura's obvious disdain towards a possible same-sex 
relationship between Ayame and Saito, as at that point, he thought 
Ayame was a man. That does not mean I object to same-sex 
relationships myself. In fact, I'm a huge supporter. But if we are to 
be historically correct here (at least I try to, and even so, I might 
still fail horribly as I only know of the stereotypical belief) , 
same-sex relationships during that time (late Tokugawa era, 
mid-1800s) aren't a very well received notion. Heck, it's only 
recently that homosexual people can come out safely without fear of 
ridicule and/or punishment.** 

**Just throwing a few things out there, as I have recently come to 
the realization that anyone on the internet can be offended by the 
smallest of things.** 


2. Chapter 2 A Little Bit More than Normal 

Here's chapter 2! Exactly two weeks from the last chapter! 

Thank you so much for those who reviewed, favorited, and followed 
this story, especially those who left their thoughts on the review 
section. I appreciate all of it. 

Just for clarification purposes: since this is a fanfic and I'm too 
lazy to do my research, what happens in the future chapters might or 
might not be corresponding to the real life Shinsengumi and it's 
history, so don't get all "HOLY SHIT THAT DIDN'T HAPPEN AT ALL" or 
"WHAT THE HELL, THE ORDER IS ALL MESSED UP" on me. Sure, I'll try to 
follow the chronological order of events, but since I plan on adding 
my own twists and turns and may not remember everything in the 
game/anime/history , just think of this as another stand-alone kind of 



story, like in a parallel universe or some shit like that. 


Also, I accidentally stumbled upon information that Saito in the 
game/anime isn't that tall, about 5' 6 tall, or 168 cm, compared to 
the RL Saito Hajime, who is supposedly one of the tallest men in the 
Shinsengumi . Well, to be brutally honest, and no offense to anyone at 
all, I don't think 168 cm is that much tall, and for the sake of a 
future side-plot, I plan on making him taller than he is in the 
anime. At least 175 cm maybe? 

I apologize if I made any Hakuouki character out of character here, 
but I did my best. It's my exam week this week and I didn't really 
have much time to think about the plot, so it might seem like nobody 
did much in this chapter. But hey, so was the beginning of the game, 
where it was so boring that they skipped a few months of game 
time . 

And about Kuchihatenu Sakura no and SSL, I did some research, and I 
found out that SSL is actually a bonus chapter in Hakuouki: 

Zuisoroku, meaning that Kuchihatenu is most probably based on that, 
and since the legit game isn't out yet, most of Kuchihatenu is just 
slightly based on SSL, which explains the similar uniform and such. 

Oh well, not that the differences matter. I'll still base this game 
around Kuchihatenu, and use some information from SSL whenever that 
information becomes available. 

That's pretty much it about my rants, so enjoy the chapter! 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Disclaimer : I don't own Hakuouki or its characters. I just wished 
I owned Saito (sigh) . <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 2 A Little Bit More than Normal<p> 

By the time the sun has completely set, everyone has already returned 
from their work and are gathered in the common room. It was time for 
dinner, and they were all patiently waiting for the food. Normally, 
the captains would take turns in preparing dinner, and who ever 
didn't have patrolling duty that day were usually the ones making it. 
But ever since Chizuru came in, she insisted on helping out by making 
dinner for them instead, claiming that she wants to help in her own 
way. And its not like the men were complaining. 

"Man, what's taking Chizuru so long?" Nagakura asked out loud. "My 
stomach is crying, and I feel like crying too." 

"The person who did nothing all day has no right to say that." 

Heisuke said. "And I saw Ayame helping her out, so it shouldn't take 
too long. We just have to be patient." 

"Ayame cooking in the kitchen?" Harada raised an eyebrow, not sure 
what to feel. It would be great if that girl had amazing culinary 
skills, but judging from her attitude, it wouldn't surprise Harada at 
all if she added some ... unnecessary ingredients. 

"Heh~ Now I'm actually curious how our dinner tonight might turn 
out." Okita said in his usual smirk. "And I guess if she makes our 



food together with Chizuru-chan, that means we'll have to be wary and 
try not to insult her. Who knows what she might add in it to get back 
at us?" 

"Uh, Souji, you're making me scared right now..." Nagakura frowned. 

He had the right to be scared. After all, the attitude he gave her 
when they were introduced wasn't exactly nice, and he hasn't 
apologized for it yet. 

Footsteps were heard and Chizuru came in to bring the first few trays 
of food. She gave it to Kondou and Hijikata first. "The rest are 
still in the kitchen, but Ayame-san is bringing them now." 

"All of them?" Heisuke asked. If he counted correctly, there should 
still be eight trays of food, and no way one could carry all of 
that . 

"Really, Chizuru, you run off and let me carry all the load. What 
kind of friend are you?" Ayame ' s voice was heard as she approached 
the common room, and Heisuke dashed out to help her. "Uwah, careful, 
careful ! " 

"How the hell did you manage that? Isn't it too heavy?" Heisuke 
entered with four trays of food in hand, and as soon as Nagakura saw 
it, he jumped onto him and snatched one of the 
trays . 

"Food! " 

"Whoa, Nagakura-san, relax; it won't run away." Ayame said as she 
distributed the food to everyone. 

"He's been crying about how hungry he is." Hijikata sighed. 

"Ah, I do suppose we took our time in the kitchen. I'm sorry." 

"No, I'm the one who should be sorry. Ayame-san was teaching me some 
things while we were cooking, so it took longer than usual. But, who 
knew Ayame-san was also good in cooking? The food she made is 
amazing!" Chizuru smiled apologetically, but quickly said as everyone 
examined their own tray of food. 

"Ne, Ayame-chan." Okita called. "You didn't add anything else in the 
food . . . right ? " 

Ayame looked at him with a blank expression, as if not understanding 
what he said, and then gave a mischievous grin. "That's for you to 
find out . " 

The way she said it and how it was combined with her smile made 
Okita 's own smile drop, and he was now looking worriedly at his own 
food . 

"Gah, who cares? It's chow time!" Nagakura hurriedly sat down in 
front of his tray and started eating. After a few mouthfuls, however, 
he stopped and stared at his food like it was some foreign object he 
didn't recognize. 

"Shinpachi . . . ? " Harada called out to him, suddenly worried that the 
food _might_ contain something unpleasant. The others also cast him a 



worried glance and looked at their own tray while Ayame looked on 
with a smirk and Chizuru trying hard to resist giggling. 


"Oi, Nagakura, say something. You're making us all nervous." Hijikata 
ordered . 

As if reacting due to Hijikata ' s orders, beads of tears suddenly 
flowed down his cheeks. The others were surprised to see a guy such 
as Nagakura cry due to the food he ate, so their immediate conclusion 
was that the food _did_ have something bad. But on further 
observation, they realized that those were tears of 
_joy_. 

"T-this ... s-such ... wonderful flavor. ..I've never had such good food 
in my whole life. I feel like dying and ascending to heaven..." In 
response to what he just said, more tears flowed down and he started 
eating again. 

"Seriously?" Heisuke glanced at Nagakura and gingerly ate a small 
piece, and then his eyes lit up. "Uwah! This is good! This is 
seriously good!" 

"I know, right?" Chizuru finally gave in and laughed. "It's really 
amazing how Ayame-san could do all this without adding in any special 
ingredients . " 

"So she did all this with normal ingredients?" 

"As normal as the ingredients can be in the market." Chizuru 
nodded . 

"If you really wanted me to add something else I could, you know?" 
Ayame added as she watched the others down the food in front of them. 
Other than Nagakura and Heisuke, the rest ate their food in a more 
civilized manner, but according to Chizuru, it was obvious that they 
were trying their best not to eat like a bunch of savages who hasn't 
eaten in a month. 

"No, no! This is perfectly fine! You don't have to add anything 
else!" At Ayame ' s words, Nagakura looked up and said with a hint of 
panic in his voice. 

"But I guess whether or not to add 'special' ingredients solely 
depends on the person who made it." Ayame snorted, ignoring their 
fearful looks, and turned to Chizuru. "If you want, I could teach you 
how to cook better." 

"Of course!" Chizuru said. She has been raised only by her father, a 
man, and without any woman in the house she had to teach herself the 
basics of house-keeping, including cooking. It was already good 
enough that she could make edible food when there was nobody to guide 
her, but now that there's someone who was willing to teach her, she 
couldn't let the opportunity pass. Besides, it would greatly benefit 
the others, too. "But Ayame-san, how did you know how to make such 
wonderful food?" 

"Ah, well, before they... left, my mother was great cook, and she 
taught me all she knew about cooking. It also served me well when I 
was living on my own." 



"I see." Chizuru cast her eyes down. She didn't mean to bring that 
topic up again. 


"Gah! Shinpachi-san ! You took it. I saw it with my own eyes! You took 
it from my plate!" 

"Don't be such a stingy brat, Heisuke." Nagakura said as he attempted 
to get another piece of meat from Heisuke 's plate. But Heisuke was 
quick enough to move the plate away from Nagakura. Seeing as he 
couldn't reach it anymore, he moved his target to the plate of the 
person sitting in front of him, Ayame ' s . "Ah, Ayame, I see you aren't 
eating much, so I'll just get some...!" 

Just as his chopsticks almost snatched away a piece of food, it was 
blocked by another pair of chopsticks, and no matter how he tried, he 
couldn't even pull it away. He looked up at the hand that held the 
chopsticks, and further up to see Ayame ' s wide, and somehow dark, 
smile . 

"Now, now, Nagakura-san . " Ayame said, her smile unwavering. "You 
really think that getting my food is a good idea? But if you really 
want it, then I suppose you'd have to go through me, first." 

Seeing her smile, Nagakura winced, and he quickly pulled back his own 
chopsticks as soon as he felt Ayame ' s loosen. He turned to look away 
from her as he resumed eating. This time, he didn't snatch anybody's 
food and concentrated on his own. 

"Dear me, this is the first time I've seen somebody other than 
Saito-kun scare Nagakura-kun with just a look when it came to food." 
Sanan commented. 

"This is also a battlefield. If you can't even protect what's yours, 
then how can you call yourself a warrior?" Ayame said while keeping 
an eye on Nagakura. Saito nodded in silent agreement as he ate. 

The serious face both Ayame and Saito had when it came to food and 
the way they agreed to each other together with Nagakura 's sheepish 
look was comical, and the rest couldn't help but laugh. 

"I haven't had such an interesting dinner in a long time now." Inoue 
said . 

"And that smile of yours could be compared to Okita's own sadistic 
grin." Harada looked at Okita. 

"No way. Hers is way scarier than mine." 

"And you didn't even try to deny it." Harada sighed. "And Shinpachi, 

I don't really mind if you try to steal other's food under normal 
circumstances, but stealing other's food when you've done nothing for 
the entire day will only make you fat." 

"That's true." Heisuke nodded. "I don't think anybody would want to 
see a flabby Shinpachi." 

"If that happens, we'll just have to whip him up in shape again, 
isn't that right. Hi j ikata-san? " Ayame looked at Hijikata, who 
returned her smile with one of his own signature "Devil's Grin". 



"I might have an idea of what you're thinking about..." 

Nagakura couldn't stand it anymore and swept his finger across the 
room, pointing towards everybody. "This ain't fair! All of you are 
ganging up against me ! " 

"But it's for your own good, Nagakura-san. " Ayame chuckled. "By the 
way, I found some useable plants in the courtyard and added them to 
the dish who needed them most. Okita-san, it might just treat your 
stomach, but if it hurts tomorrow, tell me immediately. Kondou-san, 
the pain would be subsiding after a few hours. As for Nagakura-san, I 
added some to prevent swelling, though I'd have to apply ointment on 
it as soon as possible." 

"But isn't the plants in the courtyard just some useless weed?" 

"Oh, there are a lot of things you don't know about herbs. Even if it 
looks like useless weed, it might still have some medical properties. 
Some even have poison when you mix it up in large amounts." Ayame 
said. "Hi j ikata-san, I would like to request permission to go and buy 
herbs tomorrow." 

"Permission granted." Hijikata nodded. "If I remember correctly, 
tomorrow is Harada and Saito's turn to patrol. You can go with them 
tomorrow . " 

"Thank you. Oh, and I almost forgot. I didn't add anything in your 
food now Hi j ikata-san, but if you still won't heed my advice, I 
_might_ just add some sedatives in your food and drink just to make 
you have some proper sleep." This Ayame said with grave seriousness 
that was hard to ignore, and as Hijikata looked into Ayame ' s eyes, he 
knew that even if he didn't eat or drink anything she gave him, she 
would still find a way to make him sleep, which was far more easier 
yet painful than the former method. It's not like he thinks he'll 
lose against her, but he didn't want to take his chances. 

"Fine, I'll try sleeping tonight." 

"_Try_? " 

"Alright, alright. I _will_ sleep." Hijikata sighed. He was wondering 
if he made the right decision to spare and employ such a difficult 
woman . 

"That's better." Ayame smiled, satisfied that she had her way with 
him, and they resumed their dinner. 

Once dinner was done, the people who were in charge of washing the 
dishes went to it immediately, and since it was Chizuru and Ayame who 
made the food, they were spared from the job. Hijikata said he'll go 
finish up some papers right now so he could sleep peacefully later 
and Chizuru said she'll go and prepare some tea to warm up their 
bodies and wash down the food. Sanan and Kondou said they have some 
things to finish up as well and left the room, leaving Heisuke, 

Okita, Saito, and Ayame in the common room. 

"Ne, Ayame-chan, can I ask a question?" 

"Why are you asking my permission?" Ayame sighed. Okita never 
bothered to ask for permission to say something before. 



"Well, I wouldn't want to get on the bad side of somebody who could 
probably poison me without me knowing." Okita shrugged. "And I take 
that as a yes. So, where did you learn to fight? It would be nice if 
you could teach us, too." 

"Why are you interested in that? I thought you had swords with you 
already . " 

"There may be times where the katana cannot be used in battle, so 
knowing how to fight barehanded is a must." Saito answered for Okita, 
as he was also thinking of the same thing. 

_I would say I was trained in karate, but _it ' s 'modern' karate, 

something that hasn't existed up until after the Meiji Restoration. 
How do I explain to them something that hasn't existed yet?_ 

"Uh, well, from what my sensei taught me, he said it's a form of 
Okinawan martial arts, and I've been trained in it since I could 
walk, or so I was told." _0r more accurately, a mix of Okinawan and 
Chinese martial arts, but I don't think the whole truth matters that 
much._ "If you want, I could teach some of the basics to you 
tomorrow . " 

"So what are the main forms of this martial art?" Heisuke asked, now 
interested, too. 

"Urn, it mainly uses punches and kicks, and could deal a sufficient 
amount of damage, could even be fatal, when used correctly." 

"As what was demonstrated to us last night, with the four ronin." 
Okita grinned. "You say you've been learning it since you could 
remember, and that would be more than ten years now. Judging from the 
number of years and how you disarmed and knocked out four men, I'd 
say you're pretty much a master in it." 

"If you're talking about the basics, sure, I'm a master. But I'm 
pretty sure I still have a long way to go before I can really call 
myself a master of the art." Ayame sighed. It's not like having a 2nd 
degree black belt in karate mattered, but she still has a lot to 
learn . 

"Does it matter? As long as you're capable of kicking ass, I'd say 
you're already a master. I mean, not everyone your age is capable of 
something like that." Okita said. "I know _I _would hate to face you 
in a fight . " 

"You're right." Thinking about it, ranks and degrees didn't matter in 
a time where wars and dispute raged across the land and you could get 
killed at any time possible, but Ayame wasn't sure what to think of 
that . 

"And in exchange, we can teach you how to wield a sword." 

"Ah, I think I'll pass." 

"Why not? Isn't it better to know how to wield one than not knowing 
how at all?" Heisuke asked, not expecting that she would refuse. 

Okita was curious, too. 



"Let's just say I'm not very fond of sharp edged things." Ayame 
shrugged . 


"But what about knives? Using it is a must if you were able to cook 
that good, and though a katana is way bigger and heavier than a 
kitchen knife, there's not much of a difference, is there?" Heisuke 
pointed out. 

"I have my reasons, and I would appreciate it if you don't pry any 
further." Ayame sighed. If they ask her further, she'd have to 
remember some very unpleasant memories. "Isn't it good enough that 
I'm willing to teach you what I know?" 

"Looks like we won't be getting anything out of you anyway, so 
alright." Okita shrugged. 

They heard footsteps, and Chizuru appeared with a tray of steaming 
tea. "The tea's ready!" 

"Thanks, Chizuru-chan . " Okita took a cup and sipped. 

"What were the four of you talking about?" Chizuru asked as she sat 
down with them. 

"Oh, we made Ayame-chan promise us to teach us her bare-handed 
fighting techniques." 

"Oh! Can I watch?" Chizuru asked. 

"You didn't have to ask, Chizuru. I bet everyone else would want to 
watch it , too . " 

"Can't miss out on that, can we?" 

Harada and Nagakura, who were in charge of washing the dishes, 
appeared and joined in on the conversation. Chizuru offered them some 
tea and they chatted late into the night before Chizuru suggested 
that they head to bed, as Ayame ' s wounds hasn't fully healed yet and 
insisting she needs to rest, despite Ayame ' s protests that she slept 
for most of the day. 

"Just like you, it's impossible to defy Chizuru once she's set up her 
mind." Heisuke said. 

"So in a way, you two are very similar." Saito added. 

Seeing the determined look in her eyes, Ayame sighed and followed 
Chizuru to their room, leaving the men to themselves. 

"Two headstrong women in the Shinsengumi . . . " Okita mused. "I wonder 
how everything will turn out from this day onward..." 

_Indeed._ Saito thought to himself as he watched the two girls leave 
the room. He can't be sure of what to feel about that. 

Back in their room, as Ayame was lying down with Chizuru 's futon 
beside her, she started contemplating her life here. 

_I shouldn't get too close with the people here._ Ayame suddenly 
realized, staring at the ceiling. _ I don't belong in this era, and 



when the time comes to say our farewells, it would be hard if I 
established a connection with them. Besides, it wouldn't hurt as much 
if something ever happened. . ._ 

"Ayame-san?" She heard Chizuru call her. 


"Yes?" 


"How long do you plan on staying here in the Shinsengumi ? " 

"Why the question? Well, I don't think Hijikata will let me leave 
since I'm a witness, so I guess for as long as the Shinsengumi is 
around, I guess." 

"That's true..." A short pause. "Ayame-san, we've just met, but I 
could tell that you'd make a great friend. Let's stay friends 
forever, okay?" 

"Okay." Ayame tried not to make her tone sound forced. _You shouldn't 
have said that..._ Ayame sighed inwardly as she felt Chizuru slowly 
fall asleep beside her. _Let ' s just see how I can leave in peace 
after a made a promise like that. Assuming I can 
return ._ 


o ~0~o~0~o~0~o 


When Ayame woke up, the room was still dark, and yet she couldn't go 
back to sleep. 

_Must be because I slept most of the day yesterday. _ Ayame thought as 
she stood up and changed. Chizuru was still sleeping soundly and 
Ayame did her best to not create any noise and wake her. Slowly 
leaving the room, Ayame stepped out into the hallway and took a deep 
breath . 

It was cold, and even the faintest hint of sunlight doesn't help a 
bit. The sky was brightening up, but it was still a long time before 
complete sunrise, and everything around her is still in it's sleeping 
state. The mansion was quiet, without sound at all, and everything 
was tranquil . 

_I supposed I still have some time before the rest wakes up, so I 
might as well warm up myself and practice some kata._ Ayame slowly 
walked to the big dojo practice room, which Chizuru showed her 
yesterday and remembering the way there. Fortunately, Ayame didn't 
have much difficulty finding it, and she was glad that nobody was 
there. Standing in the middle of the room, she stretched out her body 
and began doing some warm-up exercises while careful not to make too 
much noise that might attract attention. It would be kind of 
embarrassing if somebody saw her practicing on her own. 

After a while, satisfied that she's warmed up enough, she exhaled 
slowly and lowered her body in a defensive stance and started her 
kata practice. 


o ~0~o~0~o~0~o 


"Oh, Souji, Hajime, you two going to practice?" In the hallway 
outside of their rooms, Okita and Saito was met by Harada, Nagakura, 
and Heisuke, surprising them. 



"Yep." Okita answered. "But this is surprising, seeing Shinpachi-san 
and Heisuke up this early." 

"I would still be sleeping only if Nagakura would stay still in his 
own futon and not roll over me." Heisuke sighed. "He knocked the air 
out of me, together with my sleepiness." 

"Ah, good morning." They heard a soft voice and turned around to see 
a still sleepy Chizuru poking her head out of her room. 

"Good morning, Chizuru-chan . Are you still sleepy? Sorry, we must've 
woken you up." 

"No, it's alright, I was about to wake up anyway. By the way, did you 
see Ayame-san?" 

"Ayame? Doesn't she share the same room with you?" Harada 
asked . 

"Yes, she does, but when I woke up, she wasn't there." 

"This is strange ... maybe we'll find her somewhere in the compound." 
Heisuke said, scratching his head. "But what is she doing this early 
in the morning?" 

"That's for us to find out. Where do you think she went? My bet is at 
the courtyard." Harada suggested. 

"She's probably in the kitchen." Nagakura said. "I'm gonna go search 
for her there . " 

"Shinpachi-san, you're probably just hungry and want to find 
something to eat." Heisuke nudged the big guy. "I'll go with Sano to 
the courtyard." 

Saito didn't say anything and he left as if he didn't want to have 
anything to do with this. 

"Eh? Aren't you going to find Ayame-chan? You're so mean, Hajime-kun. 
But oh well, I'm going with you. She'll probably show herself when 
it's time for breakfast." 

"That's hypocrisy, Okita-san." Chizuru sighed as she went back to her 
room to get prepared while the rest of the men left. 

As they made their way to the practice room, Saito suddenly stopped, 
surprising Okita, who wasn't paying much attention and admiring the 
garden outside. "Hajime-kun...?" 

"Somebody is in the practice room." 

"Eh? Nobody goes in there this early. Who might it be?" Okita said, 
now aware of somebody's presence. From the practice room, they could 
hear the ruffling of clothes and the hissing of someone's sharp 
exhales, as if somebody was practicing. However, the lack of the 
noise the katana or bokuto produces when being swung around made it 
clear that somebody wasn't practicing their kenjutsu, but something 
else . 



"Only one way to find out." Saito said as he silently approached the 
room and quietly slid open the door. 

As they entered the room, they saw Ayame, but she didn't see them, as 
her back was facing the door, and she continued her kata without 
knowing that two people had already entered the room and proceeded to 
watch her. As she moved her body, Okita and Saito watched in 
amazement, entranced by her movements. She was combining punches and 
kicks, together with the occasional blocks and jumps, as if she was 
fighting an unseen opponent, and it was obvious from how she moved 
and the sharp exhales she produced after each attack the force she 
applied on each strike. The strength of her attacks, the swiftness of 
her movements, the gracefulness of her stances, and the killing aura 
she was emanating even without a real enemy in front of her was 
mesmerizing . 

As she moved around, she finally faced the two, and the surprise was 
evident in her eyes. However, she did not stop. She continued her 
kata without a hint of hesitation and pretended that the two people 
who were watching her was not there. The blush on her face wasn't 
obvious due to her reddened complexion from exercise, covering her 
embarrassment, and she was grateful for that. 

Ending her kata, she exhaled slowly as she stood up from her stance 
and bowed. Then, she faced the two men. "Well, I wasn't expecting 
either of you . " 

"That was amazing, Ayame-chan." Okita approached as he clapped his 
hands. "Even Saito was transfixed by you." 

At this, Saito snapped out of his trance and coughed while glaring at 
Okita, and then added a compliment of his own. "Seeing how you moved, 
the fact that you can hold your own against armed men doesn't 
surprise me anymore." 

"Thanks." Ayame gave a slight smile. "Well, I better freshen up and 
help Chizuru with breakfast." 

"Hold on a second, Ayame-chan." Okita called out before Ayame stepped 
out of the room. "Seeing how you could move, does that mean that your 
shoulder wound has already healed?" 

"Ah. You're right. I didn't feel any pain at all." She touched her 
shoulder in bewilderment. "It's like I never had a wound in the first 
place. I'll go check it out later." 

After Ayame left the room, Okita and Saito looked at each other, both 
correctly guessing each other's thoughts. Saito was sure that her 
wound the other night wasn't shallow enough to be able to completely 
heal in such a short period of time, since he was the one who carried 
her and had a close look of her wound, and Okita judged it by the 
amount of blood he saw covering her old kimono. Something is 
definitely not right here, but they weren't sure what to do about it 
yet . 

"Yo, so I see you found her." Nagakura entered the room. "I saw her 
hurrying away back all sweaty and such. Did you guys do something 
funny to her?" 

"Of course we didn't." Okita rolled his eyes. "If we did, we probably 



wouldn't be standing here right now." 

Saito nodded. "She'll most likely break our arms and legs." 

Nagakura watched in confusion as he saw the two men wince while they 
imagined something really bad. By this time, Harada and Heisuke also 
entered the room. 

"Hey, did you guys find her?" Heisuke asked. 

"Yeah, she just left." Nagakura said to Harada and Heisuke, and then 
turned to Okita and Saito. "What was she doing here?" 

"Oh, she was just practicing her kata, nothing much. You should've 
seen it. She wasn't fighting against any particular opponent, but 
after watching her moves, it isn't hard to imagine her permanently 
paralyzing a man with her bare hands." Okita explained, shivering at 
the thought of Ayame doing such a thing, probably while having a 
smile on her face. He has never imagined that a girl so young and 
pretty as Ayame could do a violent act like that. But that just made 
her even more interesting. 

"That so." Harada said. "Well, I'll just have to see it for myself, 
then . " 


o ~0~o~0~o~0~o 


While breakfast was being served, and amid Nagakura and Heisuke 's 
daily meal time bickering, Ayame ate her food in silent impassivity 
to everything around her and barely responding to any conversation 
targeted at her. And if she _did_ respond, she did so only with 
single syllable words. The people who noticed this, especially 
Chizuru, were worried, since her behavior is vastly different from 
yesterday, like there was something bothering her. 

Of all the people there, only Okita and Saito had an idea of Ayame ' s 
strange behavior, and it was most likely linked to the question Okita 
asked about her shoulder wound a few hours ago, which only confirmed 
their suspicions. However, they still lack an explanation for it, and 
Saito plans on inquiring about it at a later time. 

"Ayame-chan, what you did a while ago was amazing. It would be a 
waste if you didn't let Kondou-san and the others see it, 
too. " 

"...huh?" Ayame was pulled back from her own thoughts when she heard 
her name. 

"What's this about, Souji?" Kondou asked, curious as to what Ayame 
did to earn Okita 's praise. 

"Well, Kondou-san, earlier this morning, me and Hajime-kun stumbled 
upon Ayame-chan in the practice room while she was practicing her 
kata. You've got to see it. Even Hajime-kun was entranced by 
her . " 

Saito frowned at Okita 's choice of adjective. "Speak for 
yourself . " 


"Is that so? She must be really good if both Souji and Hajime-kun say 



so . 


IT 


"I suppose it could provide some insight." Sanan said. 

"Fine by me." Hijikata nodded but frowned. "However, you guys seem to 
be forgetting that you haven't even asked Morizawa if she's willing 
to do it . " 

Everyone turned to Ayame, who in turn just sighed. "Yeah, sure, 
whatever." But in all honesty, she wasn't excited at all. 

"By the way, Morizawa." Hijikata called Ayame ' s attention. "Are you 
still planning on going out today?" 

"Yes. The earlier I get my hands on some herbs, the 
better . " 

"Alright, then. Today is Harada and Saito's turn to patrol. It's not 
safe to be wandering about in town during these times, even if you 
know how to defend yourself, so you gotta stick with one of them." 
Hijikata gave a curt nod to both men in question and then at Ayame. 
"Especially when you still have that shoulder wound." 

"Right..." Ayame fidgeted in her seat as her wound was mentioned 
again, and this didn't go unnoticed by Saito. 

The rest of breakfast went by quickly, and after a few moments of 
rest, Harada brought Ayame to the gate to meet up with his and 
Saito's group. 

"The area I'm assigned to has been unstable lately, and there aren't 
any shops where you can buy the things you need, so you'll go with 
Saito." Harada said as they set out and Ayame silently nodded, though 
she wasn't thrilled with the idea of staying with a tight-lipped man 
such as Saito. 

They entered the town and after a few blocks, they split up, leaving 
Ayame under the care of Saito and his men. The area Saito's group was 
assigned to was a commercial district, but even with all the chatter 
around them, the silence between her and the group's captain was 
excruciating, especially when they're walking alongside each other. 
Small talk could be heard from the men behind them as they walked, 
and they seemed to acknowledge Ayame ' s presence as their physician, 
even talked about her with respect, and not once doubting her gender. 
They all believed her to be a man. 

_At least I'm not having difficulties in hiding the fact that I'm a 
girl._ Though Ayame wasn't sure what to feel about that. 

"You said you need to buy herbs?" Saito suddenly spoke up, startling 
her . 

"Y-yes . " 

"There's an apothecary shop just ahead." He then turned his head to 
the men behind. "I'll accompany him to buy the things he need, you 
just continue patrolling. We'll catch up with you later." 

"Yes, sir." The rest responded, and they split up. 



Entering the shop, the shopkeeper literally threw himself upon Ayame 
and tried introducing her to a new medicine that was said to be able 
to cure almost any illness but was kindly rejected. However, he, just 
like any shopkeeper, refused to accept the rejection and tried to 
sell to her another medicine, and this time it was responded by a 
glare, and he let her wander about in the small shop without trying 
to bother her anymore; all this Saito watched with silent 
amusement . 

After deciding on what to buy and paying for it, she approached 
Saito, who was leaning on the wall, waiting for her. "Saito-san? I'm 
done . " 

"Alright. You also said you plan on buying clothes, 
correct ? " 

"Yes . " 

"Let's get going, then." Saito exited the shop, so did Ayame. 

Back on the streets, Saito led her to a clothing shop and says he'll 
wait outside. Not wanting to let him wait for long, Ayame quickly 
entered and picked a few kimono and hakama while quietly eyeing a 
particular kimono with intricate designs that was obviously for 
women. She was approached by the shopkeeper, who asked if "he" wanted 
to buy it for a certain lady, which Ayame quickly denied and left 
after paying for the clothes. 

"That was quick." 

"I didn't want to let you wait for long, and I hate nosy 
shopkeepers." Ayame sighed. 

Saito nodded and motioned for them to get going. As Ayame silently 
walked beside Saito with the things she just bought in her arms, some 
of the things she bought, which was wrapped in paper, keeps on 
falling to the ground. Seeing she was having difficulty with the 
things she bought, Saito took a few of the items and carried it for 
her without saying anything, surprising Ayame. 

_Huh, so this guy has a surprisingly sweet side, too._ 

As they continued walking in silence, Saito decided it was time to 
ask her what has been on his mind since that morning. "How is your 
wound? " 

"Huh? Oh, my shoulder wound? It seemed like I was too concentrated 
with practice a while ago that I completely ignored it. I tend to 
ignore almost everything around me when I concentrate on something. 
When I left the room and relaxed, it started hurting again." Ayame 
tried to make it sound as convincing as she can, and she might've 
succeeded if only it was somebody other than Saito, and he gave her a 
look that told her he knew she was lying. "There's no escaping it, 
huh?" 


"Actually, this morning, when I freshened up and checked on it, I 
wondered if I had actually gotten wounded at all." 



"If you want, I could show you the kimono you were wearing on that 
night." Saito said. They were meaning to throw it away, since the 
blood stains were impossible to wash off anymore and the torn part 
was difficult to mend. 

"No thanks." Ayame shook her head. "It's good to know that I'm not 
crazy and just made it all up. And my wound has completely 
disappeared, if that's what you're asking." 

"Disappeared. . . ?" 

"Yes. The only thing that's left from that night is a thin pink line 
on where the cut was made. I could show it to you right now." Ayame 
said as she lifted her arm to slide the clothing away and show her 
shoulder, but was quickly stopped by Saito. "Ah, right, we're still 
in public. Maybe later, when we get back." 

"There's no need for that." Saito said as he removed his hand from 
her shoulder. He did raise an eyebrow at her suggestion, though. What 
kind of woman would show her bare skin to a man she knew for only two 
days? She's unlike any other woman he has met, and he can't help but 
feel speechless at her boldness, which was ironic, considering that 
he's already silent most of the time. 

Ayame shrugged, not realizing what was wrong. "But it's strange. As a 
doctor, I've never seen a wound such as mine heal in such a short 
period of time. Not even small cuts heal that fast." 

Saito watched as Ayame pondered on that thought. Indeed, he has never 
seen any wound heal as fast as that on a normal human. However, if 
she weren't "normal", then that would explain a lot. But if that's 
the case, it creates far more unexplainable questions than the ones 
it answered. For example, if she really was what he thought she is, 
then she wouldn't be able to walk around during the day like she is 
now, not to mention the methods on how she acquired of becoming 
_one_, since it's a classified secret that only the top officials of 
the Bakufu and some high-ranking Shinsengumi officers know. He tried 
looking for any hint of deceit in her eyes without her noticing, but 
he found nothing. It's either she's an extremely good actress or she 
honestly doesn't know anything at all. 

"Saito-san!" A man called out. It was a man from his group, and the 
rest were ahead of them, waiting for them. 

"Ah, we caught up with them." Ayame said. 

"Is something wrong?" Saito asked as they approached. 

"Nothing. It's just that you looked deep in thought, so I figured I'd 
call your attention." 

Saito nodded and resumed his position in front, with Ayame beside 
him, and they continued to patrol without another word between them. 
After a while, they met up with Harada and proceeded to go back to 
headquarters . 

"So, did you get all the things you needed?" Harada asked as they 
walked back together. 

"Yes. I managed to buy some herbs I needed badly." Ayame lifted the 



things she was holding and pointed at Saito, who was holding the rest 
of the things she bought. "I also bought some clothes." 

"He can be surprisingly thoughtful." Harada commented as he glanced 
at the bundle Saito was carrying. 

"Surprised me, too." Ayame laughed. "It's good to have someone carry 
the things for you when you bought too much." 

Saito just sighed as they talked about him. 

When they got back, Ayame thanked both of them, especially Saito, as 
she got took all of the things she bought and went back to her 
room . 

"Welcome back, Ayame-san." Chizuru greeted her as she entered the 
room. "How was it?" 

"Hmm, as normal as it can be, I guess." Ayame said as she placed the 
clothes she bought in an empty cabinet, not planning on telling her 
her talk with Saito about her wound. "Ne, Chizuru. You said you came 
here in search of your father, right? So wouldn't it be easier to 
search for him if you went patrolling, too?" 

Chizuru sighed. "I want to, but Hijikata-san won't let me leave the 
compound at all. I guess it's easier for you since you've already 
gained their trust, while I'm nothing but a burden _and _a 
witness . " 

"While that may be true, I'm pretty sure Hijikata doesn't approve of 
you leaving yet not because he doesn't trust you, but because it's 
dangerous and they don't have any extra men to spare to protect you 
while you're out." 

"I'm not sure how I should feel about that, Ayame-san." Chizuru 
sighed again. "But yes, I do understand. I just hope that he'll let 
me out as soon as possible or I may never find my father at all. Oh, 
it's near lunch, guess I better get the food ready." 

"I'd like to help, but I got to prepare the medicine." Ayame shot her 
an apologetic smile as Chizuru stood up. 

"It's alright. I do remember everything you told me yesterday, so 
let's just hope that I can make it as good as yours." 

"I know you will. You have a talent for cooking, seeing as you 
managed to teach yourself with no one else around." Ayame stood up 
too and followed Chizuru to the kitchen, where she'll be needing some 
utensils to prepare the medicine. 

In the kitchen, to avoid accidentally mixing up the food and herbs, 
Ayame took a small spot for herself to work on. Fortunately, there 
was enough space for two people to move around individually, and it 
wasn't hard for them to work at all. As Chizuru was busy preparing 
and cooking lunch, Ayame was busy chopping, grinding, and brewing 
several sets of medicine in which she put in several empty jars or 
paper packets after its completion. 


"Wow, that's amazing, Ayame-san." Chizuru said, looking over Ayame ' s 
shoulder as she worked. "But how do you know which is which?" 



"I could tell by just looking at it, since I'm the one who made it, 
but I'll be putting labels on them later just in case. Are you done, 
Chizuru? " 

"Yes, almost. I just have to finish the soup." 

"I didn't notice since I was concentrating on the medicine, but now 
it actually smells pretty good." Ayame said as she rubbed her 
stomach. "I'm getting hungry just by smelling it." 

"Well, it's almost lunch time, after all. I'll call the others for 
lunch, would you mind looking over the soup for me, 

Ayame-san? " 

"Sure. " 

Chizuru left the kitchen and Ayame stopped her work. She watched her 
mother deal with herbs and make them into medicine, she also tried it 
out herself before and remembers everything her mother taught her, 
but she never imagined it was this much hassle when she had to do 
everything manually. Resting her tired arms for a bit, she leaned on 
the counter while keeping an eye on the simmering liquid in the pot. 
Her thoughts then wandered back to her wound. _Perhaps I should tell 
Chizuru about it?_ 

After a few more minutes, Chizuru came back and immediately attended 
to the now boiling soup. "Thanks, Ayame-san." 

"No problem." Ayame said. "Need help with serving?" 

"Oh, I'm alright. Besides, you still look like you have a lot of work 
to do . " 

"This? I'm pretty much finished with the ones that are currently 
needed. The rest are just extra, in case an emergency happens. It's 
nice to have a good stock of medicine when you need 'em." Ayame said 
as she went and helped Chizuru with serving the food on the 
individual trays. 

"Hey, need any help?" Heisuke, Nagakura, and Okita appeared. 

"Ah, could you please bring these to the common room, where everyone 
is?" Chizuru gave them the trays that was to be served, and after 
everything was done, she turned to Ayame. "Shall we go?" 

Ayame nodded. She was planning on asking Chizuru anything about her 
wound, but those three just had to come in. _Maybe later... _ 

In the common room, everybody was waiting for them, and they started 
the meal once everyone was present. As they ate, Ayame was worried 
that Saito might have spoken to Hijikata about her abnormal healing 
speed, but all Hijikata asked was about the things she bought that 
day and nothing more. Saito didn't look like he's planning on 
divulging that information to anyone else, either. She was slightly 
relieved, but was at the same time wary, since she doesn't know what 
that man has in mind now that he knows about it . After lunch ended, 
Ayame went to the kitchen and brought back the medicine she was 
working on a while ago. 



"This is for Kondou-san. " Ayame handed him several packets filled 
with powder. "This should be taken every after meal time until you 
have completely healed. Drink plenty of fluids and please eat more 
high-fiber foods such as vegetables." 

Ayame then turned to Okita, giving him another set of medicine 
packets. "This is for you chest pain. Drink it once a day with warm 
water . " 

"Thanks Ayame-chan." Okita received the medicine gratefully. "The 
chest pains has gotten worse lately." 

"Is that so? I'll have to conduct a proper check-up on you at a later 
time." Ayame said before turning to Nagakura. "And this is the 
ointment for your sprain." 

"Thanks a lot." Nagakura said as he let Ayame apply the light green 
paste on his ankle and proceed to wrap it with bandages. "How long 
will it take?" 

"It's just a minor sprain, so it shouldn't take long. If you follow 
my advice, the pain should subside by tonight." 

"That fast?" 

"Of course." Ayame grinned. "This special concoction is widely known 
for its efficiency. Anyway, that's about it. I still have a lot of 
work to do. If any of you need me. I'll be at the kitchen." 

The rest of the people left after Ayame to do their own things, while 
Heisuke and Inoue followed Ayame to the kitchen, since it was their 
turn to wash the dishes. They worked alongside each other silently, 
with Heisuke and Inoue occasionally commenting or asking a few 
questions . 

"So you really aren't joking when you said you were trained in 
medicine, huh?" Heisuke said as he watched her work while he washed 
the dishes. 

Ayame raised as eyebrow at Heisuke. "So up until now you were 
doubting me?" 

"It's not exactly like that..." Heisuke quickly said, afraid that he 
might've offended her. 

"Heisuke-kun is just saying that it's quite unbelievable, but in a 
good way." Inoue joined in. "And you have to admit, for someone your 
age to have such valuable knowledge and skill in medicine, it's quite 
rare . " 

Ayame blushed. She wasn't accustomed to receiving so many compliments 
in such short a time. Normally, people would treat her like a weirdo 
if she displayed such knowledge to them. "T-thanks. Everybody has 
done nothing but compliment me since the very first day. If this 
continues it might go up my head." 

"At least you've got the right to let it go up your head. Though I 
don't think Hijikata will like it if you get too 
cocky . " 



"Heisuke-kun is right." Inoue agreed. "But you're already humble 
enough as it is, so I think it's fine." 

Heisuke handed Inoue the last bowl for him to put in the cabinet and 
turned to Ayame . "Hey, you look like you're having a hard time with 
that. Need some help?" 

"Is it alright...?" 

"Of course it is. I've got nothing to do anyway." Heisuke 
shrugged . 

"I'd love to help, too, but I'm afraid it's my turn to patrol now and 
I better get going before Hijikata-san gets mad." Inoue smiled 
apologetically . 

"That's alright, Inoue-san." Ayame said. "Good luck 
patrolling . " 

After Inoue left, Heisuke asked what he could do and Ayame looked 
down at the half-ground herbs in the mortar. Her arms were aching so 
much that she had difficulty even holding the pestle. "Here, you can 
help me grind these into powder." 

Ayame instructed Heisuke on how fine she needed the powder be, and 
Heisuke was in the middle of grinding the herbs when Okita and Saito 
appeared. "Yo. Bumped into Inoue-san a while ago and he said that you 
needed some help?" 

"I didn't ask for it, but thanks. Urn, could somebody help me chop 
those into bits?" Ayame pointed at the bark-like plant on the 
chopping board. "My arms are too tired to cut through it." 

"There, Hajime-kun, a job for you to keep yourself busy." Okita 
patted Saito on the back. Saito sighed as he walked to the chopping 
board . 

"And Okita-san, you can help me with this." Ayame gave Okita a wooden 
ladle and a large bowl filled with an unknown liquid. "I need you to 
stir it. Keep stirring until it gets really gooey." 

"Ah, can I exchange with Hajime-kun?" 

"Sorry, no can do. You're the one who made him do it in the first 
place." Ayame patted his back very much the same way Okita did to 
Saito a while ago, and Heisuke tried hard not to laugh while the 
corners of Saito 's lips were pulled up to form a slight smirk, which 
quickly disappeared as soon as Ayame saw it. "Alright, get that right 
arm stirring. I plan on finishing all these today." 

"Eh? Are you sure about that, Ayame-chan? That's quite... a lot." 

Okita looked at where Ayame was pointing, and on the counter near the 
stove was a small mountain of different herbs waiting to get prepared 
and made into whatever it is they were to be made to. 

"I don't remember you buying that much." Saito also raised an eyebrow 
at the quantity of plants. 

"I found most of them just growing around in the courtyard. Almost 
all of the plants there could be used one way or the other. Maybe I 



could organize the place and make a medicine garden? I could take 
care of it, and I wouldn't need to go out and buy herbs every so 
often . " 

"It's a good idea. You can talk to Hijikata-san about it later." 
Heisuke said. "And we won't be needing to watch over you on 
patrols . " 

"That's true. I could tell that my presence during the patrol wasn't 
exactly convenient to the men." Ayame said. 

"Oh? Did Hajime-kun made you uncomfortable with his silence?" 

"Not exactly..." Ayame glanced at Saito, who was still chopping up 
the plants. He didn't turn around, nor made any noticeable 
movements . 

' Not exactly'_? He did, didn't he?" Okita raised an eyebrow. "Or 
maybe he did something else that made you uncomfortable?" 

"I personally believe that its unthinkable of Saito-san to go out of 
his way to make me feel uncomfortable." Ayame sighed. "And I was 
probably just unaccustomed to the atmosphere, nothing too 
major . " 

"Is that so? Well, I suppose that's true." Okita said, resting his 
arms for a bit, which immediately earned a scolding from Ayame. "It's 
difficult for some people to keep up with Hajime-kun 's 
stoicism . " 

Ayame let Okita and Heisuke work on the task assigned to them and 
turned to check on Saito. "Are you sure you want to help? You just 
came back from patrolling and can rest if you want to." 

"I'm fine." Saito said as he grabbed another bark to cut 
up . 

Watching him work, Ayame couldn't take it anymore and lowered her 
voice so the others wouldn't hear her. "Urn, do you plan on telling 
the rest about... you know..." 

"I still need a concrete explanation before I present it to the rest. 
And for now, as long as it's not a threat to us. I'll allow it to 
stay hidden." 

Ayame nodded, grateful. She also has a lot in mind and appreciates 
the time she's given to figure it all out herself. However, she 
cannot shake the feeling that her "condition" is much more 
complicated than how she thinks it is. 

When everything was finished, Okita was exhausted and rubbed his sore 
arms while Heisuke, Saito, and Ayame were finishing up and packing 
the finished medicine. It took him a long, long time of stirring to 
make the substance into an ideal state, and Ayame would get mad if he 
stopped to rest for even a bit. "That's not fair. Hajime-kun did most 
of the easy jobs..." 

"Well, you _were_ the one who pushed him to do it." Ayame said and 
passed him a small jar. "Here, for the soreness." 



"Ayame, do we bring all this to your room?" Heisuke pointed at the 
jars and packets on the counter. 

"Yes please. I'll just organize them there." Ayame moved the small 
packets of powder onto a bigger paper envelope so it would be easier 
to transport them and grabbed as many jars as her arms could carry. 
"This should be enough to last for a while." 

"It better." She heard Okita behind her mutter. "I don't want to help 
in making medicine ever again." 

After everything was transported to her and Chizuru's room, she 
thanked the men for their help as she went to organize the place. 

When Chizuru came back to their room, everything was already in 
place . 

"Wow, this looks like a small clinic instead of a bedroom." 

"It's both." Ayame shrugged. "I hope it doesn't create any 
inconveniences . " 

"Oh, no. I was the one who suggested it, after all. So this 'clinic' 
officially opens tomorrow?" 

"I was already thinking of my first patient. I told Okita that I 
would further inspect him..." 

"Ah, if that's the case, I can call him for you. I just saw him in 
the courtyard with Saito-san." 

"Thank you, Chizuru." Ayame nodded at her as Chizuru left the room. A 
few minutes later, Chizuru came back with Okita and Saito trailing 
behind her. 

"Ayame-san, I brought him." 

"I completely forgot about this." Okita said as he stood outside the 
room . 

"What are you standing outside for? I can't give you a check-up if 
you just stand there." Ayame motioned for him to come inside the 
room, but Okita hesitated. "Well? Just come inside already! And 
Saito-san, come in if you want." 

Both men entered the room with uneasiness evident in their faces. 
Ayame watched curiously as they entered, and a thought struck her. 
"Could it be, that you have never entered a woman's room 
before? " 

"It really is hard to hide anything from you, isn't it?" Okita smiled 
awkwardly. "Well, now I'm in. What do I do now?" 

"Sit." Okita did as he was told and sat in front of Ayame. "Now take 
off your clothes." 

"What?!" Okita looked at her in surprise. He was in a woman's room, 
and that woman is now telling him to take off his clothes. If it 
weren't for medical purposes he would've left the room 
already . 



Ayame rolled her eyes at him. "Stop being a sissy and do what I tell 
you to do . " 


"Um, Ayame-san. . . " Chizuru was as surprised as Okita when Ayame 
requested him to undress. 

"Chizuru, if you can't watch, then stay outside, the same goes for 
you, Saito." Ayame told the two and then turned back to Okita, who 
was still hesitating. "If you don't take off your top right this 
instant. I'll do it for you." 

At this, Okita immediately slipped his clothes off his shoulders. 
"Just the top is enough, right...?" 

"Yep, that's enough." Ayame then approached a nervous Okita and 
reached out to touch his chest. Okita 's breath hitched as he felt her 
cool fingers touch his bare skin. Ayame raised an eyebrow at his 
reaction. It's true that the people of this era are extremely 
conservative, but even so, this kind of reaction is still amusing. 
"So, this is just a guess, but... you're a virgin, aren't you?" 

She felt Okita' s skin tremble under her touch. "I don't think knowing 
that is necessary for the treatment." 

"It isn't. I was just saying what's on my mind." Ayame said. She 
roamed her fingers across Okita 's chest, pressing and poking certain 
areas along the way. "But I must say, these are some hard muscles. I 
suppose it's to be expected of a swordsman." 

Before Okita could say anything back, Ayame moved her hands to 
Okita 's jaw and neck area, doing the same thing as she did on his 
chest, pressing and massaging certain areas. The way she was staring 
at him while doing this and that was making Okita extremely 
uncomfortable, and Chizuru and Saito only watched on in awkward 
silence. "Hmm...you don't seem to be sick. It must be an internal 
thing. Too bad I can't make a proper diagnosis without the right 
tools and machines..." 

The last sentence was muttered under her breath so the rest wouldn't 
be able to hear her clearly and ask about it later, and luckily, none 
of them caught it. 

"Uh, Ayame-chan, did you just say something...?" Okita asked and 
looked down at her. He froze when he looked straight at her, and she 
was staring back at him, like she was trying to bore a hole through 
his eyes, and he felt heat creep up his face. He has never been 
stared at by a woman like Ayame is doing right now. 

"Ayame . . . -chan . . . ? " 

Without a word, Ayame widened her arms, thus lifting her fingers off 
of Okita 's skin, and then suddenly closing her palms on his cheeks, 
effectively slapping his face. Ayame noticed that Chizuru winced when 
she heard the loud noise of flesh hitting flesh. 

"Ow! What was that for?!" Okita jumped up and away from Ayame. 

Ayame ignored his question. "You aren't sick, which is a good thing. 
The bad thing is, I don't know what's causing the chest pains right 
now. I'd have to make further observations. Have you experienced any 
colds lately? Or any violent coughing?" 



"Nothing of the sort." Okita replied, hissing as he rubbed is cheeks. 
"Can I wear my clothes now?" 

"Huh? Oh, yeah, sure." Ayame was deep in thought, so she only glanced 
at Okita when he asked her a question and returned to her own 
thoughts, ignoring the rest. 

"Ayame-san. . . ?" Chizuru tilted her head as she watched Ayame rub her 
chin . 

"Hmm, I have my speculations, but I can't be too sure." Ayame sighed. 
"I'm sorry I can't be of any help." 

"That's alright." Okita said. "I didn't expect you to know 
everything. I also wasn't expecting an attack to my face. As long as 
it isn't anything too major, I'm fine with it." 

_Problem is, when it does turn into something major, chances are I 
won't be able to do anything about it. At least, not with the current 
medical technology. _ Ayame sighed again. "Well, that's pretty much 
it. You can leave now." 

Okita left the room while muttering something inaudible as he 
continued to rub his cheeks, and Saito followed after bowing at the 
ladies. With the men gone, Chizuru approached Ayame, who was still 
thinking over something. "Ayame-san, do you think Okita-san will be 
alright ? " 

"To tell the truth, I can't be sure. Like I said, I have my 
speculations, but without definite proof, it will always be 
speculations. We'll just have to wait and see how it turns 
out . " 

"That doesn't sound very nice." Chizuru sounded worried. "I'm sure 
Okita-san will be alright." 

"..." Ayame stayed silent. She doesn't share Chizuru 's optimism 
(albeit sounding a bit forced), and she doesn't like lying either, 
especially when it concerns the life and death of one of her 
patients. "Chizuru, it's getting pretty late, why don't we go and 
prepare dinner?" 

Chizuru looked out of the room and noticed that the sky was turning 
yellow. She then nodded and stood, followed by Ayame, and they both 
stepped out of the room. 


o~0~o~0~o~0~o 


"So, now that dinner is done with, why don't we get this show 
started?" Nagakura said to Ayame, who responded with a blank 
look . 

"Ayame-san, you said you'd show them your fighting techniques this 
morning, remember?" Chizuru reminded the girl beside her. 

Ayame looked up for a while, and then widened her eyes, remembering. 
"Oh, yeah, that's right. Can't believe I forgot it." 


"Alright everyone, make some space for her." Nagakura grinned as he 



watched Ayame stand up from her seat. "It's not fair that only Souji 
and Hajime got to see it this morning, and even if they say you're 
good, I'd have to see it for myself." 

"It's not like your criticism matters, anyway." Ayame rolled her 
eyes . 

"She's got a point, Shinpachi . " Harada said as Ayame proceeded to 
stand in the middle of the room. "Our way of fighting is different, 
after all . " 

Nagakura, not so pleased by Ayame ' s statement, frowned but said 
nothing . 

"So all I have to do is show you a kata?" 

Kondou nodded. "Whatever you want to do. The one Souji and Hajime-kun 
saw this morning is fine, too." 

"Nah, I'll do a different one. It's boring to do the same thing 
again." Ayame smiled. 

Standing in the middle of the room, Ayame stood straight and took a 
deep breath. She then bowed, seemingly to no one in particular, and 
announced the kata name. She then widened her stance, and after a 
second or so, she started her kata. This time, since everyone was 
watching and she didn't need to hold back, her exhales were more 
louder, and she was close to roaring every time she finished a set. 
The people sitting around her were all focused on her, and they were 
astounded by the deadly grace of her movements. Okita and Saito, who 
already expected it, were less astonished than the rest. However, 
since this was another kata and different from the one they saw this 
morning, they couldn't help but feel amazed all over again. Ending 
the kata, Ayame exhaled slowly and bowed again before facing 
Nagakura . 

"So, how was it? I'm dying to know what you think." Sarcasm was 
evident in her voice. 

Nagakura, recovering from astonishment, snorted. "It's pretty 
good. . .but I'm curious as to how effective it is against an armed 
opponent . " 

"Wasn't her encounter that night enough proof for you that she can 
hold her own against men equipped with weapons?" Harada said beside 
him and Nagakura shrugged. 

"What? It's not like I was there to see it, and I'm really 
curious . " 

"If that's the case, then why don't you try and fight her right now?" 
Okita suggested. 

"Oi, we agreed to only see how much she can do, not see her actually 
fight." Hijikata protested, but was stopped by Ayame, who seemed 
interested in Okita' s suggestion. 

"That sounds interesting. Nagakura-san, how much can you move your 
foot? Despite how intriguing the idea sounds, I'd rather not fight an 
injured man . " 



"You gave me that medicine, remember? And you can't compare me to any 
ordinary man! The pain already stopped hours ago!" 


Ayame nodded, satisfied that her medicine has worked much faster than 
expected, and looked at Hijikata. "So, Hi j ikata-san, would you give 
us permission to spar right now?" 

Everyone looked at him, and after a while Hijikata sighed. "Fine. But 
Nagakura can only use a wooden sword. And I don't want any 
unnecessary injuries, so both of you control yourselves." 

"Don't worry. Hi j ikata-san . " Nagakura said as he picked up a wooden 
sword that was stored in a cabinet at the side. "She hasn't seen me 
fight yet, and I'll scare her enough to let her give up without 
landing a blow on her." 

"Oh? Is that a challenge?" Ayame smirked as she readied and lowered 
herself into a defensive stance while staring at Nagakura, 
anticipating for any movement he might make. 

After a few seconds, Nagakura tightened his grip on the wooden sword 
and charged at Ayame. Ayame, however, simply dodged his attacks. The 
circumstances of the current fight was different from the fight she 
had a few nights ago. Sure, Nagakura, being a captain of the 2nd 
division, is much more skilled than the ronin she fought before, and 
she still had to hold back, but now it's not in a narrow alleyway and 
she could move around however she pleased, making dodging attacks 
that much easier. 

_But simply dodging ain't fun..._ 

Suddenly, Nagakura charged straight at her and Ayame swiftly 
side-stepped to his left. Then, before Nagakura could recover his 
stance, Ayame quickly lifted her left foot for a roundhouse toward 
his face. However, the kick stopped just mere inches from Nagakura 's 
nose before Ayame pulled back her leg and jumped away from 
him . 

"Woo, one point for Ayame-chan!" Behind her, Ayame heard Okita cheer, 
and Ayame just sighed. He was really enjoying this. 

"Kuh!" Nagakura recovered from his shock. "You sure are fast, but 
let's see if you can dodge this!" 

This time, Nagakura was much faster, and Ayame anticipated such. It 
was obvious that he wasn't giving his all before, but it's time for 
herself to get serious, too. Nagakura continued to send a barrage of 
attacks, landing a few almost hits along the way, while Ayame 
continued to dodge, occasionally blocking and countering when given 
the chance. It wasn't before long that Hijikata spoke up and stopped 
the sparring session. 

"Alright, that's enough. If this continues, god knows when it'll 
end . " 

"What? But I was just getting warmed up!" Nagakura complained. 

"I only allowed this to see the full capabilities of Morizawa's 
skills. Now that I've seen her fight, there's no point in having a 



spar like this anymore. If you want to continue, do so in the 
morning, where you won't disturb too many people." 

Hijikata was right. It wasn't like they owned the area, and too much 
noise might draw complaints from the people in the neighborhood, 
especially during the night. 

"Heh, this is weird. I thought I remember 'somebody' saying that they 
will scare someone into giving up before even landing a blow. But 
from what I saw, not once did that someone in question look like 
surrendering, and that certain 'somebody' had to fumble around before 
even landing a decent attack." 

"Shut up, Souji." Nagakura clicked his tongue. "If only we had more 
time, I could definitely kick her ass." 

"That isn't something you'd say to a lady." Heisuke said. 

"A lady? Where do you see a lady in her? Are you blind or you weren't 
watching? There's no way a 'lady' could fight like that. I just have 
to wonder how the hell did her parents manage to raise her to move 
like a freaking monkey. Hell, maybe her mom and dad _are_ monkeys, 
that's why." Nagakura frowned, not pleased with the fact that he 
wasn't able to win against a mere girl. 

"Nagakura-san . . . ! " Chizuru gasped at Nagakura 's words. 

Hearing what he said, Ayame, who was originally fixing her rumpled 
kimono, quickly stepped beside him and kicked him square in the face. 
This time, she was serious. Nagakura stepped backward but didn't fall 
down and was about to curse loudly when Ayame ' s fist flew toward him. 
However, the punch didn't land and simple stopped in front of him. 

The force Ayame directed toward the punch was so large that Nagakura 
felt the air itself was pushed back when it stopped right in front of 
him. 

"You can insult me all you and I won't care, but nobody _ever_ talks 
about my parents like that." Ayame gave Nagakura a death glare. She 
then slowly pulled back her fist and stepped out of the room 
afterward, slamming the door shut behind her in the 
process . 

"Nagakura-san, you shouldn't have said that." Chizuru said as she 
stood up and ran after Ayame. "Ayame-san! Wait for me!" 

"Ah, there he goes again, talking without thinking." Harada sighed. 
"You better apologize if you don't want to end up dead in the near 
future . " 

"I thought you knew better than to insult someone's parents like 
that, Nagakura-kun . " Sanan shook his head. 

"You do realize that she could, and would, bash your face in just 
then, right?" This time it was Heisuke who spoke. 

Hijikata sighed, while Kondou shook his head. "I know I shouldn't say 
this, but you deserved it, Shinpachi-kun . " 


Nagakura, still stiff from shock, slumped down to the floor. "I 
swear, she had every intention of killing me. Those eyes weren't 



kidding ..." 

"That's why, Shinpachi, you should apologize as soon as possible and 
pray to the gods that she'll forgive you." Okita smirked. "But at 
least we do know what topic is an extreme taboo to her." 

Suddenly, a scream was heard and the men immediately went out to know 
what was going on. They went to where the scream came from and 
quickly saw Chizuru kneeling down on the floor. 

" Yukimura-kun, were you the one who screamed?" Kondou asked. "What's 
wrong . . . ? " 

Before Chizuru could give a reply, another scream, this time sounding 
much more restrained than the first one, could be heard from behind 
Chizuru, who stood up and greeted them. Switching their focus, they 
saw a curled up Ayame lying on the floor clutching her head and 
attempting controlling her painful moans. 

"Morizawa . . . ? " 

"We were walking back to our room when she suddenly clutched her head 
and screamed." Chizuru explained as she knelt back on the floor and 
tried to talk to Ayame. "Ayame-san? What's wrong...?" 

Ayame didn't respond as she continued to clutch her head. It was 
taking all she's got not to scream out loud from the head-splitting 
pain. She turned her head to see that the captains and Chizuru were 
watching her with worry in their eyes. Ayame managed to smile, trying 
to tell them that it wasn't that much of a big deal, but before she 
could say anything to them, another wave of pain crashed over her. 
Overwhelmed, she heard herself inhale sharply before blacking out. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>So, that ends chapter 2. I've already started on chapter 3, so it 
shouldn't take long, but I can't guarantee anything 
either . <p> 

Thanks for reading and please leave a review if you can! 

Ciao~ 


3. Chapter 3 Two Sets of Memories 

Here's chapter 3. Got stuck somewhere while in the process of writing 
this, so please forgive the tardiness of this chapter. 

Like I said, I was stuck somewhere, and because of school and other 
RL problems, I had to let this sit in my laptop, untouched for weeks. 
It wasn't before I received an email about a review that made me 
remember and had me continue this like crazy. Here's what that review 
said that motivated me once again: 

_PLEASE UPDATE !_ 

><em> (Pretty please with Saito on top..?) - Guest<em> 


With Saito on top? With SAITO on top? ! 



HOW CAN I RESIST?! (Wipes drool off face) 


So that's the story on how I got to continue this once again. If it 
weren't for that, you guys would probably have to wait until late 
March or early April before this gets posted. (That's when our summer 
vacation starts.) 

But of course, the other reviews played their part in motivating me 
as well. It always pains me to read a review saying that they want 
more and yet I couldn't type in a single word on the Word file. (Or 
even think about it at all since homework can get overwhelming at 
times . ) 

I know the story is progressing really slow. Like _reeeaaallly_ slow. 
It's been three chapters and still no major action. But I promise 
that this story will pick up from the plot of Hakuoki really soon. 
Like, "next chapter" soon. 

I can't guarantee that all of you will like how Ayame ' s background is 
going, or if it even makes sense at all, but I try. Also, I can't 
guarantee that all characters will retain their original 
personalities as well. There are some personalities that are really 
hard to imitate. The cons of writing fanfiction, I guess. 

At least you guys know what can motivate me like a kid on too much 
caffeine and sugar. 

Hope you'll like this chapter, even if the relationships seem a bit 
rushed (to me) . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Disclaimer : I don't own anything in this story except the plot 
and OC . I really, really wished Saito was mine. (Sits at corner 
pondering why I can't live in their world) . <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 3 Two Sets of Memories<p> 

_Looks like I blacked out again... I really need to stop blacking out 
every once in a while. _Ayame thought as she slowly regained 
consciousness. With her eyes still closed, she noticed that she was 
lying on a futon with a blanket over her. One of the men must've 
brought her here. Knowing that lying still won't accomplish anything, 
she sat up and opened her eyes. Alone in her and Chizuru's room, 

Ayame tried to remember the events before her eventual black out. The 
headache last night came so sudden that she knew of no other way to 
react but scream, which must've alerted everyone in the vicinity and 
creating a problem for the captains. _I should apologize. _ 

However, there were still a lot of things to ponder on, like what 
happened between her and Nagakura. She lost control of her body when 
Nagakura insulted her parents and acted purely on impulse. Maybe he 
meant it, maybe he didn't; either way, she shouldn't have done what 
she did, and she plans on apologizing to him. After that, Ayame ' s 
thoughts wandered to when she was about to punch him. All her life 
she's been doing karate, and she knows very well that while punches 
could deal a sufficient amount of damage, the strength packed in her 
punch that time would not only give him a bruised eye or broken nose. 



but could've, and quite literally, crack open his skull, effectively 
killing him. That isn't something a normal human could've done, she 
knows that, and thankfully she regained some composure and stopped 
her fist before it came into contact with Nagakura's head. 

Lastly, she remembered the moment before the headache caught her by 
surprise. Initially walking along the hallway alone, Chizuru caught 
up with her and they walked back to their room in silence. Ayame 
remembered she was contemplating on Nagakura's statement towards her 
parents and asking herself about her violent reaction. Even if her 
parents were dead and she didn't want them insulted, something about 
what he said sparked up something inside of her, resulting in her 
losing control of herself. Suddenly, a headache came crashing over, 
and then bits and pieces of memories Ayame never knew she had came 
streaming through her mind. The nauseating smell of iron and blood, 
the wet sound of metal tearing through flesh, the pain-filled, 
fearful cries. Some of it were memories she desperately tried to 
forget, while some all felt very foreign to her, like she was having 
two different, yet in a way similar, memories at the same time. 

"Is it... somehow related to my wound...?" Ayame said to herself as 
she touched her left shoulder. The inhumane healing speed and 
strength are obviously closely related, and a gut feeling tells her 
that the headache and memories have some connection to it. However, 
Ayame has never experienced something like that in her whole life and 
it's starting to scare her. 

She felt another migraine coming up as she was trying to make a sense 
of everything when the door was suddenly slid open. Surprise was 
evident on Chizuru 's face when she saw Ayame sitting up. "Ayame-san, 
you're awake! Are you sure you should be sitting up right 
now? " 


"Relax, Chizuru, I feel fine now." _Except that I feel like vomiting 
from what I just remembered. _ 

"Really? Well, you look perfectly fine, but... wait here. I'll go 
inform the others." 

"Ah, wait a sec. I'll go with you..." Ayame said as Chizuru was about 
to leave the room. 

"No, you just stay here and rest. I'll call the others 
over . " 

"But..." Before Ayame could say anything else, however, Chizuru 
already left and closed the door on her. She could tell that Chizuru 
is extremely worried about her, and it's all because she gave out 
something that sounded like a dying cry last night. Moments later, 
the door was slid open again and Chizuru entered with some people 
trailing behind her. Some entered her room without second thought 
while some decided to stay just outside of the room. 

"Morizawa-kun, how are you feeling?" Kondou, who was sitting outside, 
asked out of concern. "You sure gave us a fright last night." 

"It must have caused you a lot of trouble." Ayame sighed. 


"If by trouble you mean having to explain to the men why they heard a 
woman's scream within the compound, or why they heard a scream at 



all, then yes, it was a lot of trouble." Okita said with his usual 
smirk. He didn't seemed worried or troubled at all. 


"Could you tell us why that happened?" Hijikata proceeded to ask, 
paying no mind to Okita at all, but Ayame noticed that he didn't 
exactly refute his statement either. 

"I remembered a rather ... unpleasant memory and a headache came 
shortly after, which caught me off guard." Ayame explained, though 
not in great detail. 

"Is it somehow related to... you know." Heisuke said as he glanced at 
Nagakura, and Nagakura visibly winced. 

"I'm not entirely sure, but it must've triggered something, though I 
don't really think he..." Ayame was about to say that it wasn't 
entirely his fault, but before she could finish her sentence, 
Nagakura, who was sitting with Heisuke beside Ayame ' s futon, suddenly 
sat in _seiza_ position and lowered his head, his forehead touching 
the tatami. 

"I'm terribly sorry! To think that I'd insult you after you treated 
my injury... I wasn't thinking straight back then! Please forgive 
me ! " 

Ayame was surprised, and at the same time, amused, by Nagakura 's 
sudden apology, but quickly recovered and told him to raise his head. 
"N-no, I should be the one apologizing. Whether you meant it or not, 

I shouldn't have attacked you out of blind rage. I'll keep my 
emotions in check next time." 

"There's still a _next time_...?" Okita muttered under his 
breath . 

However, Nagakura didn't seem to notice. "So does this mean I'm 
forgiven? " 

"I suppose our faults negate each other, so yes, you're forgiven. I 
hope you'll forgive me, too." 

"That's a relief. I wouldn't know how to deal with you if you were 
still furious." Nagakura relaxed. "I mean, I'm pretty sure you had 
every intention to kill me last night." 

"True. You could've bashed his skull to pieces." Harada said, 
j okingly . 

"If she did, however, I suppose it'll do us all some good. At least 
nobody's gonna steal my food anymore." Heisuke added. 

"Hey! That's not funny! Not one bit!" 

To this, Ayame couldn't think of any other reaction than laugh, which 
came out awfully awkward, but none of them seemed to notice. Or more 
like they ignored it. As their laughter died down, Ayame finally 
noticed a man she didn't recognize. "Who's this...?" 

"Morizawa-kun seemed to be in high spirits, so we almost forgot. This 
young man here is Yamazaki Susumu-kun, our medic. He's the only one 
closest to a doctor other than you, so we thought we might bring him 



here to examine you further." Sanan explained. "We already informed 
him of the situation, together with your gender." 

"Thanks, but I don't see a need for that, though..." 

"Ayame-san, please just let him examine you." Chizuru requested, and 
Ayame winced. Nobody would ever win over her with a stare like that, 
so Ayame sighed and nodded. 

"If you'll excuse me, then." The man called Yamazaki entered the 
room. Nagakura and Heisuke made space for him to sit beside Ayame and 
he started the examination. "Pardon my hands." 

Yamazaki started moving his hands around, very much the same way 
Ayame did to Okita. He started from the head, then moved to the back, 
and then the chest area. Most of the people present watched calmly 
while others averted their eyes. In such a time where the medical 
technology is not as advanced as the modern era, this was one of the 
surest ways to diagnose a patient, and Ayame knew this very well, 
which is why she didn't move as she felt his hands press and poke 
certain areas. 

"Done. Nothing seems to be wrong." 

"I told you guys." Ayame nodded at Yamazaki and then said to the 
rest . 

" Yamazaki-kun must be really used to touching a woman's body for him 
to be able to calmly move his hands around like that." Okita teased. 
He's one of the few who watched the entire thing. 

"At least it is much better than somebody who has never touched a 
woman before and would get restless by simply entering a woman's 
room." Yamazaki rebuked, to which Okita 's smile faltered. How did he 
know about that? Was he watching when he was being diagnosed by 
Ayame? 

"What was it you said, Yamazaki-kun? I'm afraid I didn't hear it very 
well. You ought to speak up some more, as speaking like a wimp won't 
give people good impressions." 

"Really? I think my speaking voice is average, seeing as everybody 
could hear me just as well. I suggest you get your ear checked. For 
someone of such young an age to have hearing problems, I pity 
you . " 

Okita was about to say something else, but Hijikata stopped him. 
"Enough with this. You guys always seem to forget the situation. If 
you want to fight, fight outside, not in a woman's room." 

"Forgive me, commander." Yamazaki glared at Okita and bowed at 
Hijikata before stepping out of the room. Something about Okita 
always gets him in a bad mood. "If you'll excuse me, and if there is 
nothing else for me to do. I'll return to the barracks." 

As Yamazaki left, Okita glared at the direction he went. Something 
about that guy's goody-two-shoes attitude ticks him off. Of course, 
Saito, who was standing outside the room beside Kondou, has q similar 
attitude regarding Hijikata and the Shinsengumi, but it's different 
from Yamazaki and he doesn't talk as much, plus, he wouldn't want his 



neck to get under Saito ' s blade, either. 

"If Morizawa is fine, then there's nothing to worry about. We should 
all let her have some rest." 

The others nodded in agreement and left the room, while Chizuru 
stayed, a hint of worry still present on her face. 

"Urn, Ayame-san, if you feel any kind of discomfort, just tell me, 
okay?" Chizuru said as Ayame got up from the futon. 

"How many times do I have to tell you to relax? You heard 
Yamazaki-san say I'm fine, so there's no need to worry. If you keep 
on worrying about everything like that, you'll grow wrinkles." Ayame 
joked, trying to keep the mood light. "Well, I suppose it's time to 
open up this little clinic of ours..." 

"No, I forbid you to do any kind of work for the day. You have just 
recovered from what happened last night, I'm not letting you strain 
your body much further, at least for today." 

"Eh? But ..." 

"No is no." Chizuru crossed her arms. "No buts." 

Ayame studied Chizuru, but then sighed and gave up. That girl may 
look weak and soft-spoken most of the time, but she can be pretty 
stubborn when she wants to. "Fine, fine. I'll relax for the entire 
day. You don't mind me walking around the compound, do you?" 

Chizuru shook her head. "Of course, if its just a simple 
walk." 

"Alright, then." At least she isn't confining her to the bedroom. 

That would've been a little bit too much. However, when Ayame walked 
out of the room, so did Chizuru, and wherever Ayame went, Chizuru 
followed. At first Ayame assumed that Chizuru was going somewhere and 
they were just coincidentally going at the same direction, but after 
a while, Ayame realized there was something wrong. 

"Hey, Chizuru ... are you ... following me?" 

"That I am. Though you said you'd be doing nothing but relax the 
whole day, I feel that I should still keep an eye on you just in 
case." Chizuru said bluntly. 

Ayame sighed. She was being like an overprotect ive mother keeping an 
eye on their heavily injured and traumatized child. "You trust me 
that little? I'm hurt." 

"This is not a matter of trust, Ayame-san. I want you to take more 
care of your body, especially when you're injured. Your shoulder 
wound hasn't healed yet either, am I right?" 

"Uh..." Ayame blinked. She thought that everyone has already 
forgotten about that since nobody brought it up. "It's 
healing ..." 

"But I've seen that wound, and normally it'd take at least weeks for 
that kind of injury to completely heal. From the way you fainted last 



night, it must've made it worse and I didn't have the chance to take 
a look at it yet, so I want you to at least be more careful about 
your body. What if you faint again and there's nobody to help?" 

_But you following me around is a bit. . ._ 

Right at this moment, a soldier approached and asked Chizuru 
something. Ayame wasn't sure what he said to her, but thanks to him 
she was given more than enough time to slip out of Chizuru 's line of 
sight and proceed to hide in a nearby room. By the time Chizuru was 
done talking to the man, she was surprised to see that Ayame was 
nowhere in sight, so she started calling out for her. 

"Ayame-san! Where did you go?" 

Thankfully, she didn't search nor even go near the room Ayame was 
hiding in, so Ayame breathed a sigh of relief as soon as Chizuru 's 
voice ceased and she went out of the room. "I appreciate her looking 
out and worrying about me, but I do need some personal time to 
myself . " 

Now alone, she thought over several things as she walked aimlessly 
along the corridors while also making sure that Chizuru won't find 
her anytime soon. 

"My third day . . . huh . . . " Ayame muttered to herself. She's been here 
for three days and it doesn't look like she'll be going back to her 
own time soon, but somehow that thought didn't distress like she 
thought it would. She was surprised at her own calm thoughts as she 
pondered for the nth time why and how she came to the past. "Will I 
be able to go back at all...?" 

Not only the time-traveling, but the supposed wound on her shoulder 
and the memories she recalled last night bothered her as well. 

Perhaps it's all connected somehow? The images that forced entry into 
her head last night shared something in common, but there were 
definitely two sets of memories, Ayame was sure of that. There were 
scenes she remembered so clearly like it happened just yesterday, yet 
there were also images and faces of people she never saw in her 
entire life. However, even if she wanted to distinguish each piece 
from the other, it's necessary to not only remember the event she 
herself went through that scarred her for life, but also the other 
memory she wasn't even sure she owned. 'Is that even possible?' is 
the other question, and how can she remember such a 
thing? 

"Ayame-chan, what a surprise to see you here." 

Okita's voice pulled Ayame back to her own thoughts. She looked up 
and realized that she had walked to the corridor at the courtyard and 
Okita was smirking at her while he leaned against a post. Looking at 
the side to the courtyard, Ayame saw Saito swinging his katana in a 
kata. He stopped as soon as Ayame turned to look at him and their 
eyes met, to which Ayame averted her eyes away almost 
immediately . 

"Good morning, Okita-san, Saito-san. What are you doing here in the 
courtyard? " 


"We were sparring a while ago, but now I'm just resting and 



Hajime-kun was practicing one of his kata. What about you, though? 

I'm surprised Chizuru-chan didn't force you to lie in bed and rest 
for the entire day, judging by how worried she was about you. And you 
seemed to be deep in thought . " 

"Well, there isn't anything wrong with me, so resting isn't really 
necessary. I'm just walking around to, uh, clear my thoughts. Though 
Chizuru did tell me not to do anything too strenuous and just relax 
for the entire day..." 

"Is that so? So where's Chizuru? I imagined she'd be sticking close 
to you now and monitoring your every move." 

"S-she. . . " 

Speaking of the devil, Chizuru 's voice suddenly came from the corner 
of the building just before the courtyard and it didn't sound too 
far. Panicking, Ayame told Okita and Saito not to tell her where she 
is and proceeded to hide behind a bush. Soon, Ayame saw from the bush 
Chizuru approach and ask the two men if they have seen Ayame at 
all. 

"Nope, can't say I have. What about you, Hajime-kun?" Okita turned to 
his left where Saito was, and he only shook his head in silence. 

Ayame wasn't sure whether he shook his head to say he didn't know 
where Ayame is or he doesn't approve of her actions, but Chizuru 
seemed to think Saito was implying the former and thanked them before 
leaving . 

"So why are you running away from Chizuru-chan?" Okita asked in 
amusement as he watched Ayame climb out of the bush with a few leaves 
stuck on her hair. The scene was comedic, and he couldn't help but 
chuckle . 

"Can't help it. She's been following me around and I needed some 
space for myself to think..." Ayame sighed as she picked the leaves 
from her hair. There was still one stuck and she didn't seem to 
notice, so she jumped when she felt somebody touching her hair. 
Turning around, she almost bumped into Saito. 

"There was a leaf still stuck in your hair." Saito said as he showed 
the leaf he plucked. 

Due to Saito approaching her to take out the leaf, their distance was 
suddenly shortened, especially after Ayame turned around, so Saito 's 
face was unbearable close to her own, and Ayame jumped backwards. 
"0-oh . . . thank you ..." 

But as she jumped away from Saito, her back hit something warm and 
she felt two hands grasp her shoulders to steady her. Turning her 
head, she felt Okita 's warm breath tickle her ears and cheeks, 
heating her face. "Y-you're too ... close ... " 

"Really? You didn't seem to think so when you were giving me a 
checkup yesterday." Okita said. 

Ayame felt the hands around her shoulders tighten, not really 
uncomfortable, but Okita was making his point clear that he isn't 
interested in letting her go for the time being, so Ayame did what 
she had to do. The distance between their bodies was technically 



non-existent by this point, so the impact Ayame made as she struck 
him with her elbow was enough to make a grown man stagger, and 
stagger he did. 

"Uwah...your rejection hurt me, quite literally..." Okita said as he 
rubbed the area where Ayame hit him. She most definitely hit a rib, 
Okita could feel it. 

"Serves you right. I should sue you for sexual harassment." Ayame 
glared at him. 

"So you could do that to me but I can't?" 

"She was diagnosing you, while what you did was outright harassment." 
Saito, who was silent the entire time, spoke up. 

"And now Hajime-kun is siding with you. You've been here for only 
three days. Did you bribe him or something?" 

"You really think Saito-san is the kind of person who accepts bribes? 
And nobody bribed nobody." Ayame rolled her eyes. 

"You got a point. Whatever, I'll go find some ointment for the bruise 
you just gave me before it gets worse." Okita winced as he put a hand 
over the place Ayame hit. "You could deal more damage than an army of 
angry ronin. I think I'm having internal bleeding." 

"Thanks for the compliment, and that's an exaggeration." 

"Not exactly a compliment _per se_, but I'll leave it at that." With 
this, Okita left. 

"Weren't you guys sparring? Now that he's gone, what ' re you gonna 
do?" 

Saito shook his head. "I'm going to practice my swings, but I'll take 
a short rest for now." 

He went to sit down and place his sheathed katana beside him. "Have 
you figured out anything about your wound?" 

"No." Ayame sighed. "And other than that, more problems are adding 
themselves up at a rate I can't catch up on." 

Saito studied her as she sat down beside him. "I know you said you 
cannot remember anything, but where exactly are you from, and why are 
you in Kyoto?" 

"I don't know either and it's not like I want to be here." Ayame 
sighed again. "Other than my own name, the knowledge I currently have 
regarding medicine, and my martial arts training, I can't remember 
anything ..." 

Of course, she couldn't tell him that she came from the future, can 
she? She had to choose her words very carefully around him, or else 
she might get kicked out of this place, or worse, get killed. 

"Maybe I need more time, is all. Some memories are starting to show 
up, but they're all too blurry to make any sense. Perhaps something 
about my wound would come up as well." 



Saito nodded. This girl has too many mysteries, and that isn't a good 
thing, but somehow, he trusted her. Perhaps time will unveil those 
mysteries, and he hopes that by then, it isn't too late to withdraw 
the trust he has placed on her. 

"I hope that you'd at least tell us about yourself when you have 
finally remembered everything." 

"Of course." Ayame felt relieved, and she flashed him a smile. While 
Saito is the only one who knows about her wound and it might pose a 
problem for her if he decided to tell the others about it, she 
believed in him, and it's also nice to have someone to talk to when 
she needed to vent out, particularly about something only the two of 
them know about. "Well, I better get back to Chizuru before she gets 
furious at me." 

Saito watched her as she hurried along. Ayame didn't seem to notice 
it, but he was obviously surprised when she flashed him her smile. It 

was one of her brightest smiles he has seen during her stay here, not 

to mention he got a close look of it since she was just beside him, 

and he had to admit that it was... cute. Confused by his own thoughts, 

he stood up with katana in hand, planning on continuing his kata 
practice and at the same time clear his 
head . 


o~0~o~0~o~0~o 


"Ayame-san! I was looking everywhere for you!" Chizuru placed her 
hands on her hips in an attempt to look intimidating as she scolded 
Ayame . 

"Sorry, Chizuru. But I really needed some space for myself, and that 
soldier got your attention from me for a while so I just..." 

"So you just went ahead and disappeared? Did you know how worried I 
was? What if you actually blacked out again and needed medical 
attention? " 

Ayame and Chizuru were in the common room, with the former kneeling 
in front of the latter. Some curious men passing by peeked in to see 
what the commotion was all about. Inside the common room was also 
Harada, Nagakura, and Heisuke, who were watching the show. 

"Hey, Harada, what's happening here?" Hijikata showed up, apparently 
drawn by Chizuru 's loud scolding. 

"Oh, this? Chizuru was supposedly keeping an eye on Ayame earlier but 
Ayame managed to disappear out of Chizuru 's sight, which left her 
really distressed before Ayame appeared again." 

"Disappear? Where did she go?" 

"Who knows? Probably just went to have some time for herself or 
something . " 

"I told you I'm sorry. I promise it won't happen again. So... forgive 
me...?" Ayame brought her palms together in prayer and looked up at 
Chizuru, who had her face all scrunched up, making her look adorably 
cute instead of daunting. 



After a second, Chizuru sighed. "You're forgiven. I'm at fault too. I 
should've just given you the time you needed for yourself instead of 
following you around..." 

"But it's good to have someone remind me the feeling of having an 
overbearing mother." Ayame smirked, though Chizuru still saw the 
sadness behind her eyes when Ayame mentioned her 
family . 

"Ayame-san . . . " Chizuru had a pained expression with what Ayame 
said . 

"So, if Chizuru is the mother, then who's the dad?" 

Okita appeared right beside Hijikata and put an arm around his 
shoulder. Saito silently entered the room as well. 

"Will you stop that?" Hijikata moved Okita 's arm away with annoyance 
shown clearly on his face. 

"Hmm, I suppose if you really have to choose, then it would be 

Hi j ikata-san, don't you think?" Sanan entered the room together with 

Kondou . 

"What ' re you talking about, Sanan?" Hijikata raised an eyebrow, not 
expecting him to respond to Okita 's joke. 

"With the way how Toshi manages everything around the Shinsengumi 
more than I do, I suppose he does fit the role." 

"Kondou-san, not you, too? And are you sure you should be saying 
something like that?" 

"Then it's decided. Hijikata-san would be the father and Chizuru the 
mother." Okita said. Chizuru 's face became bright red as soon as he 
said it, but Okita just kept on going. "So it would be like this: 
Nagakura would be their eldest child, Harada their second, and 
Ayame-chan their youngest daughter. Sanan-san would be their uncle. 
Me, Hajime-kun, and Heisuke-kun would be three brothers living next 
door, and our father would be Kondou-san." 

"So we're siblings with Chizuru and Ayame, huh? That's too bad. I 
wouldn't be able to make a move on either of you, especially 
Chizuru." Nagakura joked, going with Okita 's drift. 

"Oi, I think you're having too much fun..." 

But Okita ignored Hijikata and continued. "But that would be no fun 
if it ended like that. Let's see here ... Heisuke-kun would be 
Chizuru 's childhood friend but also has an unrequited love for her, 
uncle Sanan-san would be a medical doctor obsessed with his research 
to notice anything else, Nagakura and Harada would be the two 
brothers-slash-best buds who both have a little sister complex 
towards Ayame, Kondou-san would be the single father who spoils his 
three sons, and me and Hajime-kun would be the next door childhood 
friends of Ayame who both have a crush on her but has to acquire the 
approval of the aforementioned sis-con brothers and of course, her 
demon father." 



"Hey, what do you mean by the childhood friend and unrequited love 
part?" Heisuke jumped up, not content with his role. 

"That shouldn't be the reason why you're angry!" Hijikata 
exclaimed . 

"Ahahahaha, this is interesting!" 

"While that may be true, Kondou-san, a medical doctor obsessed with 
his research is..." Sanan sighed. 

_'What's with this soap drama relationship and scenario ...? Ayame 
muttered to no one in particular, and she didn't expect any answer 
either . 

"Hmm? Ayame, did you just say something?" Harada asked her, and 
everyone's attention turned to her. 

"H-huh. . . ?" 

"Oh, Ayame-chan, I'm dying to know what you think about it!" 

"You want my opinion? Well, I think that Okita has an over-active 
imagination. . . " 

"I told you..." Hijikata said, pleased that someone was as sane as he 
was . 

"...but it's really interesting and fun." Ayame ended with a 
smirk . 

"Ayame-chan approves and that's all I need!" Okita laughed 
triumphantly as Saito just sighed and shook his head. 

"Morizawa, you're last person I expected to hear that from..." 
Hijikata said in defeat. 

"C'mon, why not just relax and enjoy the fun, daddy?" 

"Will you just stop that? You're getting just as annoying as Okita!" 
Hijikata raised his voice. He was getting a migraine from all 
this . 

"Uwah, mommy, daddy is mad at me!" Ayame ran to Chizuru and hid 
behind her. 

"Uh, um. . .c-calm down, dear...?" Chizuru muttered with her face 
completely red. 

Hearing her say that, Hijikata looked away with a light shade of pink 
tinting his cheeks. "You don't have to play along with them, you 
know ..." 

"Well, this is fresh, seeing Hijikata-san blush." Okita approached 
and poked Hijikata' s cheek. 

"S-shut up, it's the lighting! The sun is setting and the light is 
just making my face look red!" 

"Ayame-chan, you're father is being dishonest with himself, huh?" 



Okita said as he approached her, but was quickly blocked by Nagakura 
and Harada. 


"Now, who said you can get close to our precious little sister?" 
Nagakura asked as he cracked his fists. 

"Like you said, we're obsessively protective over her." Harada 
smirked . 

"Two against one, that's not fair! Hajime-kun, I could use some 
reinforcements!" Okita called to Saito, who just sat down at a corner 
of the room, not interested in helping Okita at all. "That's mean, 
Hajime-kun! Aren't we brothers?" 

At the sight of this comedic scene, Ayame couldn't help but burst out 
laughing. As she laughed, the others paused what they were doing for 
a while and accompanied her. As their fits of laughter died down and 
Ayame wiped the tears away from her eyes, Harada approached to pat 
her head. "It's good to see you laugh like that. How do you feel 
now? " 


Ayame at first was surprised, but then smiled at him and then at 
everyone. "It's been a while since I spent some time with my family, 
I've almost forgotten how amazing it feels, so thanks. Thank you, 
too, Okita-san." 

Okita returned her smile with his own signature smirk. "I wasn't 
particularly trying to cheer you up, but I guess its works just as 
well. Say, if you really want to thank me, how about giving me a 
reward? " 

"A reward...?" Ayame tilted her head in confusion. 

"Yeah, a small reward for cheering you up. Don't worry, I won't ask 
for anything you couldn't give." Okita said as he walked towards 
Ayame. "A little kiss on the cheek isn't too much, right?" 

"Not without our permission." Harada and Nagakura blocked Okita 's way 
once again. 

"If you want to get to our precious little sister, you gotta pass 
through us first." Nagakura said as he went into a fighting 
stance . 

"Whoa, wait a second, it was just a joke, a joke!" Okita raised his 
hands in defense. "And that's not fair. You know I'm bad at 
bare-handed fighting." 

"But you're insanely good with a sword. There's no way we'd let you 
get your hands on a sword if you're gonna fight us." Harada said as 
he put his hands on Ayame ' s head again. "Don't worry, sister dearest, 
we won't let this hentai near you." 

"And for a second I thought it was over..." Hijikata sighed in 
defeat. Nobody around looked willing to stop this madness 
either . 

"Ne, Hi j ikata-san, how the hell did you educate you and 
Chizuru-chan ' s children for them to be such obsessive 
brothers ? " 



"Like I said, stop this already!" Just as Hijikata was about to give 
up, Okita's statement angered him once more. 

Chizuru just stood aside with her face bright red as Nagakura, 

Harada, and Okita continued to mess around with Hijikata while Kondou 
and Sanan just watched on. Feeling slightly tired from all this, 

Ayame went to sit beside Saito, who was also sitting beside Heisuke. 
Strangely, Heisuke didn't seem interested in joining Nagakura and 
Harada . 

"So my role is just an osananajimi who watches from afar...?" 

Ah, so that's the reason why he was feeling down. Ayame sighed. "You 
seem extremely calm, Saito-san." 

"This sort of thing happens almost everyday, so I'm used to it. Don't 
worry, it'll end after a while, after they wear themselves out." 

Saito replied as he leaned against the wall. 

"Is that so..." Ayame chuckled as she did the same. "It seems more 
like they're the kids and you're the dad. It must be tiring, isn't 
it, otou-san?" 

"If I really were a father, I wouldn't be having this many children 
in the first place." 

"Ahahahaha, talk about family planning." Ayame laughed as she just 
watched Okita continue to bug Hijikata. "Family, huh..." 

"_You see, Ayame-chan, both of these can somewhat soothe headaches, 
so we can add them together to make a stronger dose. But take care 
not to add too much of both; after all, too much of anything is 
bad . 

_Ayame watched as the man in front of her added two kinds of herbs 
into the mortar and ground it with the pestle. His hands were far 
larger than hers and was filled with wrinkles and age spots. Looking 
up, she saw a man wearing a brown kimono focusing on crushing the 
herbs in the mortar. If she had to guess, he would be in his late 
sixties or seventies, but she knew that he's actually much younger 
than that._ 

"_Dear, don't force her into learning all that. She should be playing 
outside like every other child her age does, not learning medicine." 

A woman came into the room with a tray in her hand. Ayame guessed she 
brought more herbs. As the woman approached and placed the tray 
beside the man, she guessed it right. _ 

_A hand was gently placed on top of her head and Ayame looked up to 
the woman. She had less wrinkles than the man, but their age was only 
a few years apart, and she was wearing a faded blue kimono and a 
white apron. "Ayame-chan, why don't we go outside and leave your 
father to his work?"_ 

"_But I don't want to. I was the one who asked papa if he could teach 
me about those plants." Ayame pouted. _ 

"_See, Tsukuyo? I'm not the one forcing her." The man chuckled. "She 
has a very strong curiosity. Stronger than any child I've met, plus 



she also has a good eye for detecting illnesses. She'll make an 
excellent doctor in the f uture . 

"_Absolutely not. How many times have we had this discussion? It 
won't do her any good if she became a doctor. Nobody would want to be 
diagnosed by a lady. We'll find a good family for her to marry into, 
that's what we decided. 

"_I know, I know..." The man sighed. _ 

"_Say, mama, why can't I become a doctor?" Ayame 
asked ._ 

"_Ayame-chan, a good girl shouldn't be thinking of such things. 

Ladies marry into good families and look after the house while the 
men are out doing jobs and earning money. And good wives attend to 
the house while their husbands are out. Ladies who defy that 
tradition are usually shunned upon, and I don't want that to happen 
to you." Her mother placed both her hands on Ayame ' s 
shoulders 

"_Tsukuyo, I thought we aren't going to tell her that until she's 
older." Her father said to her mother in a scolding tone._ 

"_But if we don't tell her now and she becomes bent on becoming a 
doctor, it'll be too late." The mother said back._ 

_Ayame just watched as they argued. She wasn't worried. She knows 
that papa and mama love each other very much for them to be having a 
serious fight, and this argument sounded more like a debate. "Mama, 
papa. I'll go out and play."_ 

_Without waiting for either of them to reply, she left the room and 
went out of the house. Judging from the position of the sun, she had 
a little less than an hour before the sun sets, so she decided to go 
to the small river just outside the village they live in. As she sat 
beside the water amongst the tall grass, she silently watched the 
ducks go about their own business. She's pretty sure her parents 
wouldn't want her to listen to them fight, so she comes here whenever 
that happens, and her parents would usually make up when she goes 
back ._ 

_Ayame just calls them her papa and mama because they're the ones 
taking care of her, but she knows that they have no biological ties 
with her, though she can't be sure if they know about her knowing. 
They didn't seem like they were willing to tell her anytime soon 
anyway, so she'll just have to shrug the thought off for 
now ._ 

"_Hmm...I really don't want to be married off to somebody else after 
all..." After a while, Ayame sighed. _ 

"_Eh, Ayame-chan, you're getting married?" A voice said._ 

_Turning around, Ayame saw their neighbor Kisaichi Aoba standing 
right behind her ._ 

"_Uwah, Aoba, where did you come from?" Ayame said, and she quickly 
earned a strike on the head. 



"_You brat. You're just twelve years old and I'm way older than you, 
shouldn't you be calling me Kisaichi-san? 

"_0w, that hurt! I'm just a twelve year old girl, shouldn't you be 
more gentle with me?" Ayame retorted as she rubbed the spot where 
Kisaichi hit her. Though she really is curious as to how he 
approached her without any sound, considering there's tall grass all 
around them. It's like he just silently appeared on that spot out of 
thin air ._ 

"_You ' re witty for a twelve year old." Kisaichi smirked. "But my 
question still stands. You're getting married?"_ 

"_No , but my mom said that she'll marry me off to someone once I'm 
old enough, and I don't want that." Ayame pouted and returned her 
gaze to the river. The duck are already long gone, scared away by 
their voices. _ 

"_Is that so? So what do you want to do when you're old 
enough? 

"_I want to become a doctor, just like papa."_ 

"_A doctor? 

"_I know, I know. Women should just marry into a good family and let 
the men do the jobs. That's what everybody says."_ 

"_While that is true, I was actually going to say that job suits you 
and you have the skills, too. 

Ayame glanced at Kisaichi. "...you're weird. 

"_Hey, I just complimented you and you call me weird? 

"_Well, yeah. Everybody who knows that I want to become a doctor just 
shakes their head and says the same old thing, while you say 
something different. Doesn't that make you weird?"_ 

"_I prefer the term 'unique'." Kisaichi smiled. "Though I must say, 
if you really become a doctor, not many people would want to marry 
you. They prefer obedient women who can focus on keeping the house 
and bearing children, after all."_ 

"_Then I won't marry and die a lonely old lady if it has to be like 
that. I'd prefer that than marrying someone I barely 
know . 

"_That ' s sad, you know? If it really comes to that, what do you say 
about marrying me? I won't be restricting you too much and just let 
you be a doctor." Kisaichi smiled again, and Ayame frowned. _ 

"_Marry you? Ew, I don't want to marry an ero-jiji like you. That's 
worse than being married to a complete stranger." Ayame said as she 
stood up and walked back to the village. _ 

"_Ouch, rejection hurts worse than I thought it would." Kisaichi 
dramatically placed his hand over his heart before standing up, too. 
"Hey, that was just a joke. And why am I an ero-jiji? I'm just twenty 
years old, you know! 



"_Fine, let me rephrase that. I don't want to marry someone who's 
into twelve year old's like you . 

"_Ah, that sounds just as worse." Kisaichi winced, but then smiled. 
He never seems to get tired of smiling. "But I'm glad you're back to 
your usual self."_ 

"_Hmph . " Ayame turned her head away and walked back to the village 
without giving him a second glance. 

" . . . idiot . 


"_. . . me-san . . . "_ 

"... yame-san ..." 

"Ayame-san ! " 

Ayame jolted up as someone shouted beside her ear. Looking around, 
she saw everyone with their eyes on her as if she were some rare 
animal. "W-why is everybody looking at me like that...?" 

"Ayame-san, you suddenly fell asleep just like that, of course we'd 
be worried." Chizuru said. 

"I fell asleep...?" 

"Yeah, you did. Even leaned on Saito's shoulder." Okita said. "Well, 
at least you didn't scream this time." 

"We were all surprised when you suddenly slumped on Saito's shoulder. 
Maybe you should go back and rest?" Harada suggested. 

"Ah, no. I just suddenly remembered something, that's all..." Ayame 
said as she gently massaged her temple. It was slightly throbbing, 
but nothing to worry about. That memory came out of nowhere, like a 
movie suddenly being played without prior notice and herself being 
pulled into a trance as the movie played. "Saito-san, I apologize 
f or . . . you know ..." 

Saito shook his head, but he didn't hide his concern for her. "What 
did you remember?" 

Everyone, other than worried, was curious as well. 

"It's just a memory of when I was just twelve, when I was still 
living in a small village. I remember my parents, though we aren't 
blood-related." Or at least Ayame thinks its a memory. She's sure she 
has never even seen those faces in her life, and she definitely 
doesn't remember her twelve year old self spending time in a village 
as remote as that, but the images are as clear as a high-definition 
picture in her head. 

"What do you mean by that?" Hijikata asked. 

"I was most probably adopted. I don't know how I know that, but I 
just know. My mother was called Tsukuyo, though I can't be sure about 
my father. I also remember a neighbor, Kisaichi Aoba." 



"So you remember your neighbor more clearly than your own parents?" 
Sanan asked. 

"Weird, right?" Ayame noticed it, too. "But from the way we talked to 
each other, he was like a close friend. Maybe that's why. Anyway, 
other than that, I can't remember anything else. Sorry for worrying 
you guys again." 

"Perhaps that's a side-effect of your amnesia?" Kondou 
suggested . 

"Maybe. I've never met a person who suffered memory loss, so I don't 
really know. I've never studied it either." Ayame sighed. 

"But hey, at least you got some of your memory back. At this rate, 
you'll remember everything in no time." Nagakura said. 

"Y-yeah..." If they really are memories, and Ayame wasn't sure 
whether she wanted to get back all of her "memories" or not, 
recalling the pieces of memories she remembered last night. With all 
the blood and screams, she's pretty sure it wouldn't be a pleasant 
memory at all. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>So how was it? I hoped you guys like it . <p> 

No guarantees on when the next chapter will be out, 
sorry . 

Regardless of what you think about it, please take some time to leave 
a review. It helps. Really, it helps a lot. 


4 . Chapter 4 Ikeda Inn 

Aya here. I've come back with another chapter! Woot ! 

I just had my finals last week, but that doesn't mean I have more 
time to write. Since I'm graduating, there's a lot of shit I still 
have to go through, like submission of clearances and graduation 
ceremony practices, and other stuff like that. But at least I'm 
graduating from high school! Finally! And by April, I'll be a free 
bird! Hooray! 

A few more clarifications regarding this fic before we start... 

As you all know, while Hakuouki itself is fictional, the background 
and setting in which the plot is set contains immense historical 
facts and figures. That alone makes it quite hard to write a fanfic 
about, and I'd rather not twist the history in the story just to 
match my own plot and for my own convenience. Can't be sure if it's a 
morality sort of thing, since I don't really like twisting facts, 
particularly history (history is my favorite subject, by the way), or 
if it's more of an OCD kind of thing. Either way, because I'm not 
really proficient in Japanese history, and it'd really take a lot of 
time if I were to research fully the history of the Shinsengumi (and 
some other side topics along the way for the sake of the plot) , I 
resorted to playing the game again. You people cannot imagine how 



many times I had to replay multiple scenes just to get the facts and 
dialogue right. Of course, I could just watch the anime, but it would 
be useless since the anime opts to use the canon (AKA Hijikata) route 
and I'm pairing my OC with Saito. 

But then, replaying the scenes over and over again can be quite 
tiresome, and if I'm unfortunate enough to make a mistake without 
saving, I'd have to start all over again, something I'd rather not 
do. So what I decided is that I shall play the game again, including 
all the other routes, and record the gameplay. That way, I can watch 
the scene whenever I want. And of course, that raises another 
question: why not just search the gameplay video online? Like on 
Youtube or something. Well, our internet connection isn't always 
working, and it would suck if I was suddenly in a writing mood when I 
can't even check those vids for clarification purposes. 

Also, some dialogue in this chapter are exactly the same from the 
game. I was too lazy to think of new dialogue since the scenes are 
practically the same. I'm not really sure if some people might notice 
that. Honestly though, do people actually remember the actual 
dialogue at all? 

So, that's all for my rants. Please enjoy this chapter! I honestly 
hope you do ! 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 4 Ikeda Inn<p> 

"Spring ... huh? " Ayame muttered as she watched the scenery in the 
garden. Winter is almost ending, with the snow on the ground thinning 
as the days pass by and patches of green and brown appearing almost 
everywhere . 

In the blink of an eye, weeks have passed, and Ayame was still stuck 
in a time where she doesn't belong, but given how long she has stayed 
here, she doesn't even hope that she'll be going back to her own time 
soon, or if she's ever going back at all. Even if she wanted to find 
a way to go back, she doesn't know where to start searching, and 
she's pretty sure that it's a bad idea to be talking about such 
things to other people. 

During those weeks, Ayame has gotten a lot more closer to the people 
in the Shinsengumi than she had hoped for. Of course, being only as 
their physician, and a girl nonetheless, Ayame still felt a sense of 
hostility from them, but it's way better than before, and Ayame has 
gradually lost the habit of adding honorifics to the names of some 
people she had grown closer to, particularly the captains. 

"You always try to talk Heisuke and Nagakura from fighting, but you 
never actually tried to stop them, have you, Harada?" Ayame asked as 
she watched Heisuke and Nagakura do their daily bickering. 

"I'd only be wasting my time, don't you think?" Harada 
chuckled . 

"That's true... ah, I see Okita is trying to skip out on work 
again..." Ayame pointed at Okita, who was loitering around the halls 
when just a moment ago Hijikata told him to finish some reports. "Oi, 
Okita, if you're gonna skip work again Hijikata-san will be furious. 



you know?" 


"Shh, keep your voice down. I'm trying to avoid Hijikata now." Okita 
hushed her. 

"But wouldn't it be easier if you actually finished your job 
first ? " 

"But it's so annoying, and I don't feel like it..." Okita sighed when 
suddenly a hand grabbed his collar, startling him. "Uwah, I've been 
found out . " 

"The commander has ordered me to bring you back and supervise you as 
you finish the task you were given." 

"That was neat, Saito-san. Okita didn't even sense you coming up 
behind him." Ayame said, amazed. 

"So you saw him come up behind me but didn't say anything? I feel 
betrayed, Ayame-chan." Okita pouted as he let Saito drag him 
away . 

"He deserved it." Ayame sighed. 

"Though that is kind of mean of you, Ayame-san . . . " Chizuru said 
beside her. 

"It would be meaner of me if I let him do what he wants and then 
watch as he gets scolded by Hijikata-san and Sanan-san." 

She has technically dropped all formalities with the men, with a few 
exceptions, namely Kondou, Hijikata, and Sanan, who are the sort of 
"big three" of the Shinsengumi, and Saito, who, to Ayame, seemed 
distant and out of reach. His stoicism doesn't help much, either. It 
would make Ayame feel kind of awkward if she dropped her formalities 
toward him but getting the exact opposite response. 

The next day, Hijikata and Sanan both went to Osaka for a business 
trip, and they still aren't sure when they'll be coming back. With 
the demon commander gone, almost everybody has relaxed during work, 
but given the condition of Kyoto, nobody dared to slack off during 
patrols, which is a good thing. Also, it has gotten a lot noisier 
without Hijikata, since Okita has no one to annoy, so he turned his 
attentions to Ayame for the time being, much to her dismay. Now she 
knows how Hijikata feels. Realizing that he probably had to deal with 
Okita everyday and at the same time mind the entire Shinsengumi 
without going mad, her respect for him has gone a notch higher 
now . 

Another week passed, and after dealing with Okita 's antics for a 
week, Ayame was watching the snow fall from her room, away from all 
the people and trying to have a moment of peace with herself when she 
sighed and then heard a voice she didn't want to hear. 

"Ayame-chan, you've been sighing quite a lot lately." 

Speak of the devil. Just when she didn't want to see that Okita 's 
face or even hear his voice for the rest of the day. 

_'Gee, I wonder why.'_ Ayame rolled her eyes before turning to face 



the man who called out to her. "It's a surprise to see you here at 
this time of the day. Isn't it your turn to patrol the streets of 
Kyoto right now?" 


"Ah, that. Wouldn't hurt to start the patrol a few moments late, 
right ? " 

' Nobody dared to slack off during patrols ... except for this guy 
right here.' _Ayame sighed again. "Actually, it would; if there have 
been some disturbances in the city and you people aren't there to 
prevent it . " 

"Now you're starting to sound a lot like Hijikata. And just when I 
thought I ' d be free from him during his stay in Osaka." 

"It doesn't matter whether Hijikata-san is here or not, everybody 
would say the same thing." 

"Somehow you're not very fun to tease today, Ayame-chan." Okita said 
as he put a hand on her head. Even if Ayame was plenty tall for a 
girl her age, she's still a tad shorter than most men here, which the 
men use in their advantage when trying to tease her, like putting 
their hands on her head and messing her hair. "Oh well, since you're 
here, I've really got no choice but to patrol, don't I?" 

Ayame watched Okita disappear around the corner before turning her 
eyes back to the garden. Despite initially wanting to deny what Okita 
said, she had to admit that she has indeed been sighing a lot lately. 
A feeling has been building up inside her since Hijikata and Sanan 
left for Osaka, and today it was worse than ever, almost suffocating, 
like something bad was going to happen to them today. 

"I shouldn't be thinking about stuff like that..." Ayame lightly 
slapped her cheeks to get rid of the thought. "Maybe I should go 
check on Chizuru and see if she needs help on 
anything ..." 


o~0~o~0~o~0~o 


"Ah, Shinpachi ! Give that back!" Heisuke yelled as he tried to snatch 
back what was taken from him. 

"Hahahaha, it's your own fault for not paying attention." Nagakura 
laughed and stuffed what he stole into his mouth. Seeing what he did, 
Heisuke immediately snatched some food from Nagakura 's plate and did 
the same thing as Nagakura was distracted from chewing. "Hey, that 
was mine ! " 

"And what you ate was mine too, so now we're even!" 

"I've already mentioned this countless times before, but shouldn't 
you guys be showing more manners in front of two ladies? Take Saito 
and Okita for example." Harada sighed and motioned at the other two 
men who were just quietly eating their meal, with Okita watching 
Nagakura and Heisuke bicker like it was some meal-time 
entertainment . 

"It's fine, Harada-san. It's fun to watch anyway." Chizuru 
chuckled . 



"And we aren't technically 'ladies' right now." Ayame followed 
up . 


"True, but ..." 

Just as Harada was about to say something else, Inoue came in the 
room with a grim look on his face. "Everybody, the commander and 
Sanan-san have come back from Osaka." 

"Eh? I thought they wouldn't be back for another..." Heisuke was 
about to say that they shouldn't be back for another week or so, but 
Inoue interrupted him, a sense of urgency present in his tone. 

"I know, but some things ... happened, and Morizawa-kun is requested to 
see them at once." 

The room grew silent. Ayame is their physician, so if she's badly 
needed, then things can't be good. Ayame put down her bowl and 
chopsticks before standing up, and Saito asked Inoue what exactly 
happened. Inoue told them that Sanan was injured during their trip, 
specifically his left arm. Hearing that he was merely wounded made 
Chizuru relax, but the others weren't as relieved as her, and Ayame 
knew why. If Sanan lost the use of his arm, then... 

"Can't let them wait for much longer. Let's go." Ayame nodded at 
Inoue, to which he nodded back and went out of the room with Ayame 
following closely behind. He lead her to another room where Hijikata 
and Sanan was, together with Kondou. 

Sanan was lying on a futon with his tightly bandaged arm slightly 
raised beside him. After entering the room, Ayame sat down beside him 
and proceeded to remove the bandages so she could get a good look of 
how bad he was injured while trying not to cause further pain on 
Sanan 's part. After a while, she turned to Kondou and Hijikata with a 
frown. "His wound could be easily closed, but I can't be sure 
about ..." 

"Do what you need to do." It was Sanan who spoke. He was staring at 
his wound. It was deep and bleeding, but Ayame ' s hand was applying 
some pressure on it and it lessened the bleeding a bit. He knew what 
Ayame was thinking. If the injury he sustained sliced only his flesh, 
it could be easily mended, but the cut was deep enough to severe the 
nerve that controlled his left forearm. 

Ayame nodded stiffly as she reached for the tools beside her. "Would 
someone help me hold Sanan-san 's arm down? I need to stitch it 


"Stitch it up...?" This time it was Hijikata who frowned, but he did 
as he was told. 

"I don't suggest cauterizing the wound, as it would damage too much 
tissue and it might cause more infections than expected. Plus, it 
would be much more painful, and if we wait for the iron to heat up, 
Sanan-san would be long dead by then." Ayame said while taking out 
some sterilized string and needle and proceeded to prepare it. "This 
will still hurt, though." 

Sanan nodded weakly. The blood loss was starting to take an effect on 
him, and he looked paler than he was a few minutes ago, so Ayame 



started immediately. As Ayame started the first stitching, Kondou had 
to help Hijikata pin Sanan down so Ayame could work efficiently. 

Sanan was holding in as much pain as he could handle, but he couldn't 
stop himself from trying to retract his arm whenever he felt the cold 
needle enter his flesh and then out again. After a few agonizing 
minutes, it was done, and everyone was exhausted. Ayame was adding a 
few final touches to Sanan ' s wound, dabbing it with some 
antibacterial ointment she made herself, while Sanan was too weak and 
tired to react to the stinging of the medicine on his wound. 

"That should be it." Ayame said after wrapping Sanan' s arm in a clean 
bandage. By this time, Sanan was already fast asleep. 

"Thank you, Morizawa-kun . " Kondou nodded at Ayame. "And Toshi, I 
think everyone is waiting at the common room for your explanation of 
the events." 

"I know." Hijikata sighed. "Let's leave Sanan to his rest. He needs 
it." Kondou and Ayame followed Hijikata out of the room and to the 
common room, where Inoue told everyone to stay. 

"Ayame-san . . . ! " Chizuru was the first to react when she saw the blood 
stains on Ayame ' s kimono sleeves as they entered the room, but Ayame 
just shook her head. Also, Ayame noticed that Heisuke was cupping his 
cheek and looked like he was in pain, like someone punched him in the 
face, which struck Ayame as strange, but shrugged it off as she sat 
beside Saito. 

"Hijikata, what the hell happened?" Nagakura asked 
impatiently . 

Hijikata raised a hand and motioned for him calm down before he 
started explain. "We weren't supposed to be back for at least another 
week, I understand that you all know this, but our work there went 
surprisingly smooth, so we were able to finish our business far 
sooner than expected. I even sent a letter to Kondou-san in advance, 
telling him about our early return. However, we were ambushed by 
Choshu soldiers when we were about to enter the city, and seeing as 
nobody here knows that we were coming back today, it justifies my 
assumption that the letter I sent was intercepted." Hijikata sighed. 
"We handled the ambushers easily, but Sanan was one of the first who 
received the attack, to which he barely escaped with his arm still 
attached . " 

"So? How is Sanan?" This time it was Harada who asked. 

"He's fine. I closed his wound and he's sleeping soundly right now." 
Ayame answered for Hijikata. "However, his arm..." 

"What about his arm?" 

"Unfortunately, the cut was too deep. The flesh will mend eventually, 
leaving nothing but a scar, but I'm afraid Sanan-san wouldn't be able 
to do anymore than lift a finger." 

The room was silent and Chizuru looked confused. If Sanan is still 
alive, then why is everyone looking so grim right now? 

"...I'm sorry." Ayame spoke softly as she stared at the 
floor . 



"Ayame-chan, why are you apologizing? You weren't the one who injured 
Sanan-san. " Okita said. 

"I didn't, that's true... but if only I can do something else other 
than just simply patch up his wound, then Sanan-san would..." Ayame 
clutched her kimono. She hated the fact that she was their doctor and 
yet she couldn't do anything else but close wounds and just watch. 
Anyone would be able to do that. She wanted to do so much more, but 
it was impossible. 

She felt a hand on her head and she looked up. It was Saito who put 
his hand on her head and spoke. "You shouldn't worry about it; you've 
done more than enough. And even if we brought Sanan to the world's 
best doctor, I doubt they'll be able to do much more than you 
did." 

It was true, and she knew Saito said that to make her feel better. 

She still felt bad for herself, but she nodded so she wouldn't worry 
the others . 

"I..uh, I'll just go and change. Leaving the blood on the clothes for 
too long will make it hard to wash off." Ayame said as she stood 
up . 

"And I'll go prepare something for Hi j ikata-san . I'll also make 
something for Sanan-san in case he wakes up later with an empty 
stomach." Chizuru accompanied Ayame out of the room. When they were 
out and about to go different ways, one to the kitchen and one to 
their room, Chizuru stopped Ayame. "Ayame-san . . . can I ask 
something? " 

"Sure. " 

"Back there, why did everyone looked so... morose? Sanan-san is still 
alive, so shouldn't they be happy about it?" 

"Ah, that. Chizuru, do you know what kind of people the Shinsengumi 
are and what weapon they use?" 

"Well, they're a special police force formed by the Bakufu and they 
use mostly katanas." 

"Exactly. When wielding a katana, you normally use both hands. Of 
course, a katana can be wielded single-handed as well, but doesn't 
that half the force compared to using both hands? If Sanan-san were 
to encounter a fight, even if he had exceptional skill..." 

"I see..." Chizuru said, not waiting for Ayame to finish. "I 
understand now. Somehow, I feel bad for Sanan-san..." 

"Everybody does. But it would be a big mistake to show it. It would 
be a blow to his pride if ever you show him that." Ayame reminded 
Chizuru, and the girl nodded. "By the way, when I entered the room, 
Heisuke's cheek looked a little swollen. What happened to 
him? " 

"Ehehe, nothing escapes you, huh? Actually, we were discussing Sanan 
and his injury, and while we were at it, Heisuke-kun said something 
that might've been top secret by accident, to which Harada-san 



punched him to stop him from talking. 


"Punched him? Isn't that a bit too extreme?" 

"I suppose that whatever Heisuke-kun was about to say must've been 
really important, and that they don't wish any outsiders to learn 
about it..." Ayame noticed that when Chizuru said the word outsiders, 
her face fell to a downcast expression, and Ayame could understand 
why, but she quickly returned to her cheerful expression. 

"Well, I better go and prepare something for Hi j ikata-san . I'm sure 
he's hungry right now." Chizuru smiled at Ayame before continuing to 
the kitchen, but then turned around again. "Oh, and Ayame-san, you 
shouldn't feel bad for yourself either." 

"You saw right through me..." Ayame chuckled bitterly. "You know 
what? I'm feeling a bit worn out. When you return to the common room, 
tell them I went to bed early, okay?" 

"Alright. Then, have a good night's rest." Chizuru said, but she 
still looked worried. Honestly, Ayame is highly doubting that Chizuru 
would be able to hide her emotions in front of Sanan when he wakes 
up . 

"Likewise." Ayame nodded at Chizuru and then headed back to their 
room. First things first, she had to change out of the blood-stained 
kimono. Then, she laid out the futon, but didn't go to bed yet. 
Opening the door of the room, she sat on the floor as she stared at 
the moon. It was a full moon tonight, and the moonlit garden right on 
front of their room held a different kind of beauty as opposed to the 
day-light version, calming her thoughts more so than usual. 

"Is this the reason why I've been restless lately?" Ayame softly 
asked herself. She remember this morning and the days after Hijikata 
and Sanan left, when she was having strange constrictions around her 
chest, making it hard to breathe, so she had to sigh every now and 
then to let enough air in her system. "And why am I having a feeling 
that things will start to go downhill from now on...?" 

Shaking her head to clear the dreadful thoughts from her mind, she 
closed the door and returned to her futon, where she lay down and 
immediately fell asleep. 

The next day, everyone acted as if the wound on Sanan 's arm and the 
fact that he could barely move the aforementioned arm was 
nonexistent, and Sanan still continued to wear his katana at his 
side, even if it was painfully obvious that he's of no use anymore as 
a swordsman. Everyday, Ayame would go to Sanan 's room to check his 
wound and replace the bandage, away from the eyes of the other men. 
Sanan still has his pride, after all, and everybody regarded Sanan 
with the same attitude and respect from before he got injured, but 
Sanan 's took a drastic change ever since that incident, and being the 
only person allowed to enter his room and see him everyday, Ayame saw 
it all. 

Each day, the words Sanan had to speak grew less and less, until 
eventually he would barely talk to anyone at all. Even if he did 
speak, his words are almost always filled with bitter sarcasm and his 
tone full of suppressed pain and anger, perhaps towards himself, 
perhaps at the world. The others were undoubtedly worried, but even 



if they swarm around her looking for answers for Sanan's behavior, 
she herself couldn't say anything more since Sanan wouldn't talk to 
her either. 

The days flew by just like that, but even if Sanan took a change for 
the worse, which clearly affected everybody, the Shinsengumi still 
had work to do, and they couldn't dote on the matter for too long. 
Ayame also had to work hard as their physician, but other than 
treating some minor sickness and making sure they maintain their 
health, she had nothing much to do, so she would join Chizuru in 
whatever she does to pass the time. 

Recently, Hijikata has finally allowed Chizuru to leave the compound 
to search for her father, and even if she tried hiding it, the 
ecstatic joy and enthusiasm was obviously shown on her face. However, 
what surprised Ayame was that Chizuru decided to remain in the 
compound instead, a decision that confused not only Ayame but 
Hijikata and the rest of the men as well. Upon further prying, Ayame 
learned that the Choshu have been active lately, not to mention that 
many of their men had grown ill due to the intense summer heat of 
Kyoto, so Chizuru didn't want to burden the Shinsengumi any further 
by adding herself to their list of worries. If someone had to ask 
Ayame, Chizuru was trying to be thoughtful to Hijikata as well, 
seeing as he was minding over every single thing in the Shinsengumi 
and she didn't want to create more problems for him. 

Other than the occasional news that some people were picking for a 
fight on the streets or a few robberies, nothing of much interest 
happens, so most of the time Ayame would feel like she's on an 
extended spring break. Of course, being an extended spring break, she 
had to face the dilemma almost all people during spring break face: 
boredom. If she was really desperate, she'd join Okita in messing 
with Hijikata, though their pranks never went unnoticed, since 
Hijikata was sharp enough to know that it's Okita 's doing, and 
sometimes he'd be surprised that Ayame would join in on Okita 's 
"fun". 

However, this "spring break" of hers ended abruptly at the middle of 
July. It was just as normal as a summer afternoon can be, Ayame was 
loitering around the halls with Chizuru when they noticed that the 
air around the Shinsengumi has changed. People were running around, 
as if excited about something, and Ayame spotted Nagakura carrying 
some candles and what looked like really long needles. 

"I wonder what they're up to." Ayame said. "Let's go ask 
them . " 

Ayame and Chizuru approached Nagakura. Nagakura noticed them and 
waved at them with a smile, the candles still in his hand. "Yo, 

Ayame, Chizuru, what's up?" 

"That's what I want to ask you. What's with the candles and menacing 
looking needles?" 

"Oh, these? Hijikata told me to find these for him. It's for, uh, 
interrogating purposes." 

"Interrogating? Did you guys catch a spy or something?" 


"Uh huh, a Choshu dude. Right now, Hijikata and the others are in the 



interrogation room, trying to find out where their main meeting place 
is. Ah, right, I still gotta give this to him. See ya later!" 

Ayame waved him goodbye as Chizuru muttered to herself. "I wonder how 
they're going to use those to interrogate him..." 

"There are some things you don't have to know, Chizuru." Ayame shook 
her head. It was pretty obvious on how they plan on using the things 
Nagakura was holding, but there are people out there in this world 
who are still too innocent to think about such 
things . 

~o~0~o~0~o~0~o~ 

If that afternoon everyone seemed excited, then that night the air 
around felt almost feverish. A quick asking around told them that 
they're going to have a raid tonight. They were spared the details, 
but what Ayame and Chizuru knows is that there are two possible 
locations, with Hijikata, Saito, and Harada leading most of their 
troops to head towards the most possible location, the Shikoku inn, 
while Kondou would lead the rest of the men to Ikeda inn, at the 
opposite end of the city. 

A few moments later, the compound was nearly empty, with only Sanan, 
Ayame, Chizuru, and the rest of the men who are confined to their 
beds left. Being the only people left, Ayame felt intense discomfort 
at the idea of staying with Sanan in the compound. 

"I was told to guard the place while they search the two inns. This 
place is almost empty, but someone may try to attack us for that very 
reason." Sanan told the two girls. "So I must ask you to stay where I 
can keep a close eye on you. I may need to give you orders, should 
the worst occur." 

They both nodded at Sanan 's words. It made sense, so they both 
obediently sat next to each other where Sanan can see them. After a 
moment of hesitation, Chizuru spoke. 

"Does that mean... that Sanan-san will protect us?" 

Sanan gave a laugh. "Well, I hope that I'll be of more use than the 
men confined to their beds. And even if I can't, Morizawa-kun here 
will surely protect you in my stead." 

He didn't insult her or say anything offending, but Ayame didn't like 
the way he spoke. Though even if that's the case, she couldn't ignore 
the sad smile he had on his face. It was obvious that he doesn't like 
it when the rest of the men were out there fighting, and he's stuck 
here with the sick, waiting. 

Suddenly, the door was silently opened, and Yamazaki came in the room 
in his ninja garb. "Colonel, we've received reports confirming that 
the Choshu are meeting at Ikeda." 

"Oh dear. I suppose that the Shinsengumi has never been good with 
games of chance." Sanan 's tone was light, but his face was ever so 
serious. They had only sent half as many men to Ikeda, with most of 
the men heading towards Shikoku. After a moment, Sanan spoke to 
Yamazaki. " Yamazaki-kun, I need you to do something for 


me . 


If 



Yamazaki nodded curtly. 


"First, go tell Hijikata that the enemy is meeting at Ikeda. He 
should still be on his way to Shikoku. Second, I'm sorry to trouble 
you, but I must ask you to take these two with you as well." 

"Eh?!" Both Ayame and Chizuru reacted to Sanan's request, and 
Yamazaki was equally surprised. 

"I... don't mean to be rude, colonel, but if all you need is a message 
delivered, I think I can handle that by myself." Yamazaki said, and 
Ayame had no doubt that he can still do the job with or without them, 
so what is Sanan thinking? 

"Remember, Yamazaki-kun, there might be ronin out there who will try 
to intercept you." Of course, there was a high chance that might 
happen, and even if Yamazaki could deal with the resistance himself, 
it would take too long for the message to reach Hijikata. 

"I see. If the worst should happen, I can hold off any Choshu ronin 
and let them deliver the message. Also, it's safer to send two of 
them instead of just one." 

"Oh..." Ayame heard Chizuru gulp beside her. 

"Of course, I doubt it will come to that. Seeing as we're short of 
men right now, there's more I need you to do. You'll need to notify 
the Aizu and Judiciary Commissioner as well." That would make 
Yamazaki run all across Kyoto, so apart from Yamazaki and Sanan, the 
only people able to deliver the message was them. 

"I heard that Yukimura-kun is able to defend herself, even a little, 
and Morizawa-kun is adept at combat. Unfortunately though, I cannot 
guarantee your safety." 

"I'll go!" Chizuru said. 

"Me too." Ayame nodded as well. They both knew how important this is 
to the Shinsengumi, and the more help they can give, the 
better . 

"Then, colonel, I accept your request." He bowed to Sanan then turned 
to the two girls. "Run as fast as you can." 

With that, he left the room, leaving Chizuru and Ayame to follow him. 
Before they left, however, Ayame saw a smile on Sanan's face. It was 
evident that he wanted to join the fight as well, but they all know 
he can't, and they need someone to guard the compound. 

They took off after Yamazaki, and while Ayame was alright, Chizuru 
was gasping for breath after only a few blocks. Looks like half a 
year of staying indoors had done little for her physique. 

"No matter what happens, follow this street and don't look back." 
Yamazaki said as they ran. 

As they stepped into the next intersection, Ayame and Chizuru had 
little time to react when they saw a flash of metal approach from the 
corner of their eyes. But it turns out they didn't need to. Yamazaki 



was quick to step in front of them and block the attack while 
shouting at them to continue running, and they ran while they 
pretended to not hear the swords ringing against each other behind 
them. Yamazaki was part of the Shinsengumi, that means he must have a 
certain amount of skill, and a few ronin wouldn't kill him, but that 
didn't stop them from worrying. However, worry all they want, they 
had a message to deliver, a task both Sanan and Yamazaki entrusted to 
them, and meant the future of the Shinsengumi. 

Suddenly, Chizuru stopped when she felt a strong hand grasp her arm. 
She was prepared to scream and Ayame was about to attack whoever 
grabbed her when they both had a good look on who it was. 

"What the hell are both of you doing here?" A familiar voice asked. 
Chizuru looked like she was about to cry in relief as she saw 
Hijikata's annoyed face, but she just collapsed as Harada caught her, 
and Ayame simply wobbled but stood her ground. 

"You guys alright? Hijikata will kill the both of you if you left HQ 
without permission." 

Both of them were breathing hard and gasping for air, and the men 
waited for them to compose themselves, but the last thing they needed 
to do was wait, so Ayame spoke up. "T-they ' re .. .meeting up . . . at 
Ikeda ..." 

"Then they _are_ at Ikeda." Hijikata spoke as the expression on his 
face changed drastically. 

"Are you absolutely sure?" Saito asked. 

"Sanan lost his arm, not his brain. They didn't run away; the colonel 
sent them to deliver the message." Hijikata said, annoyed, but not at 
Saito . 

"I'm impressed that you found us. Didn't think both of you knew Kyoto 
that well." Harada whistled. 

Chizuru then explained that Yamazaki lead them here, and he took care 
of the ronin who appeared out of nowhere to intercept them. Hijikata 
then proceeded to ask about the Aizu and Judiciary Commissioner, to 
which Ayame shook her head. After a moment, Hijikata spoke 
again . 

"Saito, Harada, you two take our men to Ikeda. I need to go deal with 
something . " 

Saito and Harada nodded, then turned to round up the men with them. 
Before they left, Saito turned to the girls. "Kyoto will be dangerous 
for both of you. Stay with us, or go with Hijikata." 

Neither of them knew how to go back to the compound, and the men 
couldn't leave them there, so they had to choose. 

"I-I'll go with Hi j ikata-san . . . " 

"Then I'll head to the Ikeda Inn." 

Chizuru followed Hijikata towards the opposite direction while Ayame 
ran through the night with the rest of the men towards the Ikeda Inn. 



They weren't far when they heard the cries of men engaged in battle. 
None of the Shinsengumi remained outside the building, but Ayame 
heard a voice from inside that sounded like Kondou ' s . 


"I'll take the front." Saito said as he gripped the scabbard of his 
katana . 

"I'll take the back, then." Harada nodded at Saito and gathered up 
his men towards the back. 

Ayame watched as Harada and his men ran behind the building and 
disappear around the corner before turning to Saito. "Saito-san, can 
I go with you?" 

Saito glanced at her before quickly turning away. "If you must, then 
stay behind me. I have no doubt that you'd be able to take care of 
yourself, but at least stay out of the path of my blade. I don't care 
to see you die, but it is not my job to protect you." 

Ayame frowned. He sounded annoyed, but after thinking about it, he 
didn't seem annoyed at _her_. She watched as Saito looked towards the 
inn with his eyes narrowed. 

"We're going in. Men, follow me." With that, they charged into the 
Ikeda Inn. 

The warm, coppery stench of blood was the first thing Ayame noticed, 
and it hit her like a fist to the stomach. Inside the inn, metal 
clashing against metal was heard everywhere, accompanied by battle 
cries of the men. At the entrance, bodies were strewn everywhere, and 
Ayame had to lean against the wall for support. Her senses were being 
bombarded, she could feel a major migraine coming up, and she felt 
like she was about to retch, similar to the night when she 
fainted . 

"Aaagh!" A ronin came flying towards them, but Saito quickly 
dispatched him with a single blow. 

"You're here! Excellent! We could use the backup!" Kondou noticed 
Saito and gave a grin as he spoke, then turned to split a ronin with 
his sword. With his free hand, he gestured for them to stay back. 

"You should head upstairs and see to Souji." 

"Hey, Saito, looks like you're outta luck. Don't think I left any for 
ya." Nagakura appeared with a grin on his face. 

"Hmph. I'll let it slide this time." 

The smile on their faces made it hard to believe that they're in the 
middle of a battlefield; even Ayame was having a hard time believing 
it herself. Nagakura then turned his attention to Ayame. 

"And you're here, too. What's wrong, though? You don't look too 
hot . " 

"I don't think any normal person would look hot in this kind of 
situation." Ayame quickly waved it off and forced herself to stand 
up. It was a good thing the lighting was dim, as none of them noticed 
how she was feeling. "But more importantly, you're hurt." 



"And I'm supposed to be surprised?" Nagakura rolled his eyes. "This 
is a battle, it'd be impossible not to get hurt. Besides, if you 
think this is bad, you should go and see Heisuke." 

"This isn't a laughing matter." Ayame shook her head. 

Nagakura just grinned at her as Saito was barking order to his men. 
"Don't let any of them escape. We needn't hold back. Kill any who 
resist ! " 


He was collected as ever, but the steel in his voice and the grimace 
on his face betrayed his emotions. That's when Ayame understood that 
it wasn't anger or annoyance she saw on his face before, but concern. 
He was worried for the safety of the men of the Shinsengumi . He then 
turned to Ayame. "Can you treat the injured? You are our doctor, 
after all . " 

"I don't have my tools, but I'll do my best." Ayame nodded. 

Saito gave her a small smile, and then nodded. It seemed natural to 
care about one's friends, but to Ayame, Saito always struck her 
as ... distant . Even if it sounds rude, he didn't seem like the kind of 
person to care for anyone, so it was a surprise to learn that all 
this was the source of his frustration. Now, seeing how he dived into 
battle and strike those who struck his comrades, Ayame wondered how 
she ever thought of him as such. 

"Alright, gotta do my best, too!" Ayame then proceeded to treat those 
who were injured. Her nausea grew worse as she continued to treat the 
injured while the stench of blood was getting to her, making her 
migraine worse, and while she could easily defeat those who tried to 
cut her up, she was trying her best to compose herself as she worked 
as well, so she didn't notice a ronin coming up behind her with his 
sword raised above his head. Ayame only noticed him a few seconds too 
late, but the ronin quickly collapsed to his side. Saito was seen 
with katana in hand right behind where the ronin stood, and Ayame 
immediately threw a sake bottle that was lying around towards Saito. 
It whizzed past his head and hit another ronin square in the face, 
giving him a broken nose and rendering him unconscious. Saito gave a 
grunt that sounded like a chuckle and went back to defeating more 
ronin while Ayame gave him a smirk before continuing her work on the 
other Shinsengumi men. 

The cries of battle gradually ceased as time passed, but Ayame 
couldn't worry about the Shinsengumi as she was too busy trying to 
save the men while keeping herself from either retching her guts out 
or fainting from the migraine. Eventually, the noise of sword against 
sword stopped completely, and with her deft hands, she completed her 
first aid on all the fallen Shinsengumi members. Seeing as she was 
done with her job for now, she quickly stepped out of the inn for 
air . 

The first breath of fresh air was like bliss to her senses, as the 
migraine had almost disappeared when she was freed from the bloody 
environment, so did her nausea. But still pretty weak, she leaned 
against the wall to support herself as she continued to inhale 
deeply, trying to expel all unwanted discomforts from her body. 
Without her knowing, time has passed quickly while she worked 
first-aid, and she shielded her eyes from the first rays of sunshine 
when she stepped out of the building. It turned out that only two 



hours had passed since the battle began, but to Ayame, it felt like 
two centuries. 

The raid turned out to be a success despite the Shinsengumi fighting 
against superior numbers in enemy territory. Also, the "things" 
Hijikata said he had to deal with was actually impeding the soldiers 
from the Judiciary Commissioner, with them only arresting 
twenty-three of the imperial nationalists together with the owner of 
the inn, instead of taking credit of the raid, to which it 
alternatively fell on the Shinsengumi. Those combined made the 
Shinsengumi rose to fame in just one night, and the "bad rumors" 
regarding the Shinsengumi, as what Harada said, were quickly 
overshadowed by this victory. 

However, despite this and Ayame ' s best efforts, they still lost a 
total of three men that night. One received injuries so severe that 
he died on the spot, and the other two lived for two more days before 
dying as well. The rest were sorrowful, but they were probably used 
to these kind of things, so they got over it easily. For the girls, 
however, they felt bad for the losses, especially Ayame, as she 
couldn't save the other two, even she tried her best, and she knows 
that what's lost is lost forever, but she still couldn't help but 
feel bad. One of the worst feelings a person could get as a doctor is 
the feeling of guilt as their own patients die while they just watch 
on, helpless. 

But mourn all she liked, she still had patients who had injuries from 
that raid, and three of those men are Nagakura, Heisuke, and Okita. 
Nagakura's wound was just a simple scratch that would heal in no 
time. Heisuke and Okita' s, however, were a different story. Heisuke 
got a head wound from his broken head guard, to which Ayame thinks he 
might've gotten a light concussion, considering that the head guard 
was made out of pure metal, and his head guard that was scavenged at 
the scene has clearly broken into two pieces. Okita 's was a bit more 
complicated. He received blunt trauma to the chest, and thanks to the 
Ishida powder Hijikata supplied, Okita' s condition might've worsened 
by the time Ayame was done making the medicine for his injury. 

From his account, Heisuke battled against a tall, red-haired man with 
strength incomparable to a human, which is the reason why his head 
guard was cleanly split into two. Okita 's story wasn't much 
different, except that he fought against an obnoxious blond-haired 
guy who gave him a kick to the chest. Both of the stories were quite 
hard to believe, as what kind of human would have that kind of 
strength in the first place? But since both of the stories are coming 
from two of the Shinsengumi ' s captains, everybody had to give it a 
serious thought. Nevertheless, everybody feels that this won't be the 
first time they'll have to face those two strangers. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>If ever there are misspellings or grammatical errors, I'm sorry! 
I tried my best to proofread this as best I could, but then some 
might still slip out from my eyes.<p> 

Yay, Kazama and Amagiri . . . did not appear, but are mentioned, so that 
counts as progress, right? 


And I let Ayame drop the formalities with most of the men since it 
gets hard to type all those -san behind their names. (Truthfully, I'm 



just lazy) 


Regarding Sanan's arm, I searched quite a bit and it was never really 
mentioned if the RL Sanan was actually injured and his arm paralyzed, 
so I'm assuming that his arm bit is not historical in nature, which 
means that I can play around with it, right? Ah, to hell with it. 

This is my fic, I can do whatever I want. 

Just kidding. That would overthrow my statement at the start of this 
chapter. Anyway, I'll still do some minor research if history is 
involved, and if that part I'm currently writing on isn't 
specifically mentioned on the internet or history books, then I'd 
feel safe to play around with it. 

Alright, hope you guys enjoyed. I swear, I have a lot in store for 
this, especially regarding Ayame, so stay tuned and hope you guys 
don't get sick of waiting. 

Thanks for reading and please leave a review about your thoughts on 
this if you can! Deeply appreciate it! 


End 
f ile . 



